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CHAPTER  I. 

A  LEG  had  come  back  a  day  or  two  sooner 
-^^  than  they  expected  him  at  the  Old 
Deanery.  He  had  sent  word  to  them  that  he 
should  reach  England  some  time  durincr  the 
week ;  but  with  his  old  love  of  fun  and  roguery, 
he  had  kept  back  the  exact  day,  in  order  that 
he  might  come  upon  them  unawares,  and  give 
them  the  benefit  of  a  surprise.  And  so  it 
chanced  that,  as  Aunt  Phillis  and  Dr.  Montagu 
sat  napping  over  the  fire,  preparatory  to  the 
doctor's  retiring  to  bed,  on  the  night  of  Mrs. 
Falconers  ball — he  never  sat  up  past  eleven 
o'clock  for  anything  but  his  own  convenience — 
there  came  a  brisk,  lively  knock  at  the  front 
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door,  followed  by  the  rattling  of  luggage  in  the 
hall,  and  the  sound  of  a  well-known  voice  hail- 
ing Jeff  and  Lily,  who  had  very  properly  come 
.out  to  inquire  into  the  origin  of  the  disturb- 
ance ;  and  before  Dr.  Montagu  had  roused 
himself  sufficiently  to  comprehend  the  state  of 
affairs,  his  hand  was  almost  shaken  off,  and 
Aunt  Phillis's  cheek  was  warmed  by  a  bearded 
salute,  and  Alec,  frank,  happy,  light-hearted 
as  ever,  stood  before  them  in  the  old  Canadian 
dress,  outlandish  coat,  queer-shaped  hat,  belt, 
and  everything  complete,  even  to  the  battered 
little  black  valise,  which  had  formed  part  of 
his  travelling-gear  when  first  he  made  his  ap- 
pearance at  the  Old  Deanery,  more  than  a  year 
and  a  half  ago. 

Why  Alec  had  put  on  that  dress  again, 
considering  that  it  certainly  was  getting  a  little 
the  worse  for  wear — and  why  there  was  a  tiny 
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leaf  of  Virginian  creeper,  very  faded  and  dry, 
just  showing  its  touch  of  crimson  in  one  of  his 
button-holes — and  why  that  shabby  little  black 
valise,  so  worn  and  rubbed  at  the  corners,  had 
had  not  been  replaced  by  one  of  shining  new 
morocco,  he  knew  best  himself.  ^lost  likely, 
when  he  got  ready  to  start  from  London,  he 
was  thinking  of  another  day,  when,  in  just  the 
same  dress,  all  but  the  little  bit  of  Virginian 
creeper,  he  had  stood  on  the  tiger-skin  in  front 
of  the  doctor's  fire-place,  and  had  heard  a  sweet 
young  voice  say — 

"I  don't  know  who  you  are." 
And  perhaps  he  had  got  himself  up  in  the 
present  style,  more  comfortable  than  elegant,  to 
convince  the  owner  of  that  sweet  voice  that  he 
really  was  the  same  Alec,  not  changed  in  any 
way,  except,  perhaps,  loving  her  a  little  more, 
from  the  time  when  he  kissed  her  and  said  good- 
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bye  to  her  under  the  south  wall,  while  that  old 
Virginian  creeper  was  dropping  its  crimson  leaf- 
kisses  upon  them. 

But  there  was  an  unwonted  silence  in  the 
drawing-room  to-night.  Everything  was  just 
as  it  used  to  be  a  year  and  a  half  ago ;  the  big 
comfortable  easy-chairs,  one  on  each  side  the 
fire,  for  Dr.  Montagu  and  Aunt  Phillis,  the 
faded  family  portraits  looking  down  from  their 
gilded  frames,  the  doctor's  violin  and  flute  and 
music-books  thrown  into  a  heap  together  in  one 
corner  of  the  room,  and  Roda's  work  thrown 
just  as  carelessly  on  her  low  seat  near  the 
window,  in  exactly  the  same  fashion  as  she  used 
to  throw  it  there  in  days  gone  by,  for  him  to 
pocket  as  soon  as  her  back  was  turned.  He  felt 
such  an  irresistible  inclination  to  do  the  same 
thing  with  it  now,  or  to  slip  the  little  book 
which  lay  with  it   out  of  the  way,  so  that  when 
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she  came  into  the  room  again  she  miojht  have  a 
hunt  for  it,  and  find  that  he  had  not  lost  all  his 
old  love  of  mischief  yet. 

And  there  was  Aunt  Phillis's  basket,  with 
the  everlasting  knitting- w^ork,  just  as  grey  and 
substantial,  and  comfortable  as  ever.  It  might 
have  been  the  very  same  stocking  that  she  held 
in  her  hand  when  she  stood  at  the  door,  a  year 
and  a  half  ago,  to  take  a  loving  farewell  look  of 
him  before  he  went  away  to  Frankfort,  whilst 
little  Koda,  half  hidden  behind  the  curtain, 
waved  a  tiny  white  handkerchief  to  him,  very 
tumbled  and  crumpled,  as  her  handkerchiefs 
always  used  to  be. 

Alec,  glancing  round  the  room,  noticed  all 
these  things  in  the  dim  firelight.  Aunt  Phillis 
had  put  out  the  lamp  that  the  napping  might 
progress  more  comfortably.  But  where  was 
Roda,  and  why  did  she  not  come  down  when 
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she  heard  what  a  coinmotlou  Jeff  and  Lily  were 
kicking  up  in  the  hall  ? 

"Where  is  Rodaf 

And  Dr.  Montagu  laughed  his  genial,  good- 
natured  laugh. 

"  Where  is  Roda '{  Why,  Alec,  my  boy,  you 
are  a  day  behind  the  fair.  lioda  is  gone  to  the 
Deanery  ball,  and  I'll  warrant  she  is  dancing 
her  slippers  into  holes  now,  with  some  of  those 
smart  young  college  fellows.  You  should  have 
been  a  night  earlier.  Alec,  and  then  you  might 
have  had  a  hop,  too.  You  know  at  an  Ul- 
phusby  ball,  anything  in  the  shape  of  a  gentle- 
man is  worth  his  weight  in  gold — the  article  is 
so  scarce." 

Roda  gone  to  a  ball !  Roda !  And  Alec 
pictured  her,  as  she  used  to  appear  in  days  of 
yore,  with  her  frocks  a  species  of  cross  be- 
tween school-girlism  and  young  ladyhood,  and 
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her  black  stuff  aprons,  the  pockets  of  which 
were  generally  bulged  out  with  moss,  or  fir 
cones,  or  groundsel  for  the  canaries,  and  her 
hair  all  tumbling  down  behind  in  glorious  con- 
fusion ;  very  picturesque,  certainly,  the  most 
splendid  hair  he  had  ever  seen,  but  not  at  all 
the  style  for  a  ball-room.  The  idea  of  Roda 
dressed  up  like  a  fine  lady,  and  going  through  a 
quadrille ! 

And  then  he  remembered  that  she  was  nearly 
eighteen  now ;  and  in  America,  and  perhaps  in 
England,  too,  young  ladies  of  eighteen  not  only 
went  to  balls,  but  thought  their  time  very  much 
wasted  there  if  they  did  not  make  one  or  two 
conquests  every  night.  Of  course  his  little 
Roda,  who  gave  him  those  crimson  leaves,  and 
promised  to  remember  him  in  her  prayers  every 
night,  could  never  grow  up  into  a  bold,  flirtish, 
vain  girl,  like  those  whom  he  had  seen  in  New 
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York  and  London,  always  angling  for  flattery, 
and  trying  to  get  men  to  pay  attentions  to  her  ; 
but  still,  she  would  be  different  in  many  ways 
from  the  innocent,  unsophisticated  little  maiden 
with  whom  he  had  parted  when  he  went  to 
college  at  Frankfort.  Suppose  now,  she  s/^oi^/cZ  be 
dancing  with  one  of  those  smart  young  fellows  ; 
dancing  into  his  heart,  too,  and  making  him 
feel  as  if  it  was  very  pleasant  to  have  her  there. 
Well,  that  was  likely  enough.  It  would  not 
be  the  first  time  she  had  danced  into  some  one's 
heart,  to  his  own  personal  knowledge.  He  only 
hoped  the  young  collegian,  whoever  he  might 
be,  Avas  not  dancing  into  Jter  heart  also.  It  was 
that  side  of  the  question  which  Alec  deprecated. 
He  wished  now  that  he  had  come  a  night  or 
two  earlier,  and  then  perhaps  Roda,  when  she 
had  him  to  talk  to  and  amuse  her,  would  not 
have  cared  to  go  to  the  Deanery  ball. 
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"  She  won't  be  very  late,  though,"  said  the 
doctor,  rubbing  his  eyes  and  stretching  his  legs. 
"  It  is  not  like  a  public  ball,  you  know,  where 
they  land  home  nobody  knows  what  time  to- 
morrow morning.  Did  not  Mrs.  Dexter  say 
one  o'clock,  or  somewhere  about  that  time.  Aunt 
Phillisl" 

Aunt  Phillis  replied  that  Mrs.  Dexter  had 
said  one  or  two  o'clock.  She  and  Mr.  Fabian 
would  see  Roda  home  by  that  time  at  the  very 
latest,  even  if  the  guests  had  not  begun  to  sepa- 
rate. Because  she  was  going  out  so  much  now, 
and  losing  her  rest  so  frequently,  that  the  ex- 
citement would  begin  to  tell  upon  her  soon. 
Five  private  balls  in  a  fortnight,  Aunt  Phillis 
said,  were  almost  too  much  for  a  young  girl 
like  Roda.  And  she  appealed  to  Alec,  to  know 
if  he  did  not  think  so  too. 

Of  course  Alec  did  think  so,  and  told  Aunt 
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Phillis,  very  decidedly,  that  a  stop  ought  to  be 
put  to  that  sort  of  thing.  They  would  have 
Roda  laid  up  witli  brain  fever  if  they  let  her 
plunge  into  the  Ulphusby  gaieties  at  such  an  in- 
toxicating rate.  Five  balls  in  a  fortnight,  and 
some  of  those  smart  young  fellows,  or  perhaps 
this  Mr.  Fabian  that  they  talked  about,  at  all  of 
them.     Alec  did  not  like  the  look  of  it. 

"  And  so,  my  boy,"  said  Dr.  Montagu,  ''  as 
the  house  won't  be  shut  up  for  a  couple  of  hours 
yet,  at  the  earliest,  you  had  better  sit  down  and 
tell  us  all  about  your  goings  on  at  Frankfort. 
Aunt  Phillis,  ring  the  bell  and  get  him  some- 
thing to  eat.  Isn't  there  a  game  pie  in  the 
house — or  did  Mr.  Fabian  finish  it  up  last  night, 
when  he  came  across  to  play  chess  V 

^Ir.  Fabian  again  ! — nothing  but  Mr.  Fabian! 
Was  he  in  the  habit  of  coming  to  the  house  and 
eating  game  pie  in  such  a  very  domesticated 
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style  ?  And  was  it  the  chessmen,  or  something 
else  that  attracted  him  ?  Alec  said  he  did  not 
want  anything  to  eat.  He  had  only  dined  just 
before  he  left  London,  and  should  not  be  ready 
for  anything  but  a  cup  of  coffee  before  to-mor- 
row morning.  In  fact,  the  five  balls  in  a  fort- 
night, and  the  thought  of  Mr.  Fabian  sitting 
down  to  chess  and  game  pie  night  after  night  in 
the  Old  Deanery  dining-room,  had  rather  taken 
away  his  appetite. 

So  they  all  three  gathered  round  the  fire, 
and  had  a  chat.  Alec  told  them  what  he  had 
to  tell  about  his  successes  at  Frankfort, — of  the 
medals  and  prizes  and  certificates  of  merit 
which  were  packed  up  in  his  portmanteau  ;  and 
of  the  new  stores  of  knowledge  and  experience, 
more  valuable  still,  which  were  packed  up  in 
his  brains.  And  how  he  had  come  back  to  Ul- 
phusby,  intending   to  settle  down  to  real  hard 
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work  for  a  twelvemonth,  after  which  he  was 
going  up  to  London  to  pass  liis  examination, 
and  then  pusli  his  way  along  the  road  which 
leads  to  fortune  and  first-rate  colonial  appoint- 
ments. Of  course  he  had  not  the  slightest 
doubt,  no  young  man  ever  has,  of  getting  both. 
The  way  was  open  ;  he  only  had  to  work  hard, 
keep  a  steady  hand,  a  clear  head,  a  brave  heart, 
and  write  his  name  "  Governor-General  of  Ca- 
nada "  at  last. 

Aunt  Phillis  listened  with  beaming  eye 
and  genial  smile.  She  beheld  tlie  Governor- 
Generalship  for  Alec  in  her  mind's-eye  as 
plainly  as  ever  she  had  foreseen  seven-and-six- 
penny  lessons  for  Avery  Govan,  and  a  lucrative 
post  as  Cathedral-organist.  That  Avery  had 
missed  both,  and  was  "bringing his  ninepenceto 
nothing,"  as  her  mother  used  to  say,  in  London, 
did  not  at  all  damp  her  confidence   in   Alec's 
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success — Alec  \\\\o  was  setting  out  with  a 
braver  heart,  and  a  stronger  will,  and  a  steadier 
purpose  than  Avery  had  ever  been  blessed 
with. 

Dr.  Montagu  thought  there  might  be  a  doubt 
about  the  Governor-Generalship,  but  it  seemed 
a  pity  to  suggest  it.  Most  young  men  got 
tripped  up  soon  enough,  w^ithout  putting  the 
cord  in  their  way  before  they  started.  At  any 
rate,  he  was  setting  out  well.  A  young  man 
who  began  with  the  determination  to  work 
hard,  and  steer  straight,  had  a  better  chance, 
even  if  he  did  get  upset  once  or  twice,  than 
those  who  thought  that  smoking  their  cigars, 
and  putting  their  hands  in  their  pockets,  would 
win  the  race  for  them. 

"  Well,  then.  Alec,"  he  said,  cheerily,  "  whilst 
you  are  going  through  the  college,  you  must 
make  your  home  with  us.     You  know  that  was 
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a  bargain  before  you  went  away.  There  are 
plenty  of  musty  old  students  cramming  for 
degrees  in  those  college  buildings,  and  we  want 
you  here  with  us  to  put  a  little  new  life  into 
the  house.  It  hasn't  been  like  the  same  place 
since  you  went  away — Koda  says  so,  and  so  do 
all  the  rest  of  us,  Fits  included,  who  always 
sends  his  duty  to  you  when  I  tell  him  I'm 
going  to  write.  He  must  stay  with  us.  Aunt 
Phillis,  must  he  not  f ' 

Of  course  Aunt  Phillis  said  he  must.  She 
and  the  doctor  had  quite  made  up  their  minds 
about  that  before  he  came  back.  She  thought 
what  a  fine  thing  a  pleasant  home  would  be  to 
shield  him  from  the  temptations  of  early  man- 
hood. For  even  dingy  little  Ulphusby  had  its 
temptations,  as  Avery  Govan  could  have  wit- 
nessed, for  the  young  man  who  was  disposed  to 
yield  to  them.     There  were  billiard-rooms   in 
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some  of  the  back  streets,  where  money  vvas 
much  more  easily  lost  than  won ;  and  there  were 
more  than  a  few  decent,  respectable-looking 
houses,  where,  if  people  said  truly,  card-playing 
and  gambling  were  carried  on  night  after  night 
by  a  set  of  sharpers,  who  were  always  on  the 
alert  to  draw  unwary  youths  into  their  snares. 
And  Aunt  PhiUis  thought  what  a  pity  it  would 
be  if  Alec  should  get  drawn  into  such  company 
as  this,  and  if  the  fair  young  promise  of  his 
manhood  should  so  be  rotted  and  cankered 
even  before  it  came  to  its  full  strength.  And, 
therefore,  it  was  with  right  good  will  that 
she  replied  to  Dr.  Montagu's  kindly  sugges- 
tion. 

"  Yes,  Alec ;  you  must  come  and  live  with 
us,  and  we  will  make  a  home  for  you,  and  the 
doctor  and  I  will  be  like  a  father  and  mother  to 
you,  and  Roda  shall  be  your  sister." 
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"  All  right,"  said  Alec,  by  no  means  intend- 
iug  that  the  concluding  clause  of  Aunt  Phillis's 
agreement  should  be  carried  out  to  the  letter. 

So  it  Avas  agreed  without  more  ado,  for 
neither  Dr.  Montagu  nor  Aunt  Phillis  were 
people  who  made  much  fuss  about  anything, 
that  Alec  should  take  up  his  abode  at  the  Old 
Deanery  until  such  time  as  his  college  course 
was  over.  And  he  was  to  have  the  freedom  of 
the  study  whenever  Dr.  Montagu  was  away  at 
the  Grammar  School,  and  the  use  of  all  the 
books  in  the  library,  and  liberty  to  go  in  and 
out  as  he  liked,  no  one  interfering  with  him,  so 
long  as  he  conformed  to  the  rules  of  the  house, 
and  did  not  keep  the  family  up  at  night. 

Truly  a  most  pleasant  arrangement,  opening 
the  way  for  Alec  to  vistas  of  enjoyment,  of 
which  the  good  doctor  and  Miss  Chickory 
never  so  much  as  dreamed.     To  live  at  the  Old 
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Deanery,  and  to  be  with  Koda  from  morning  to 
night,  except  when  he  was  busy  with  his 
studies,  to  have  her  sweet,  bright  face  hover- 
ing about  him,  and  her  merry  voice  making 
music  for  him,  and  her  sweet  girhsh  ways  hght- 
ing  up  all  his  life ; — no  wonder  that  Alec 
thanked  Dr.  Montagu  and  Miss  Chickory  with 
such  almost  enthusiastic  gratitude,  gratitude 
which  appeared  to  them  both  so  very  much 
beyond  the  simple  kindness  which  had  called  it 
forth.  But  then,  Alec  was  such  a  warm- 
hearted fellow,  so  sensible  of  even  the  slightest 
favour.  Aunt  Phillis  said,  when  he  went 
away  a  year  and  a  half  ago,  he  thanked  them 
for  that  two  months'  visit  as  though  they  had 
been  giving  him  a  kingdom  instead  of  a  few 
weeks'  hospitality  for  old  acquaintance  sake. 
He  was  so  different,  Aunt  Phillis  said,  to  Avery 
Govan,  who,  though  she  did  not  want  to  speak 
VOL.  III.  C 
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ill  of  him,  always  did  seem  to  take  everything 
that  was  offered  to  him  in  the  way  of  kindness 
as  though  he  had  a  perfect  right  to  it. 

They  were  still  talking  over  this  arrangement, 
and  Dr.  Montagu  was  explaining  to  Alec  what 
were  the  professor's  hours,  and  how  he  could 
best  occupy  his  time  during  the  intervals — Alec 
thought  there  would  not  be  much  difficulty  in 
the  employment  of  that — when  the  door  was 
opened,  and  a  blaze  of  light,  pouring  from  the 
hall  into  the  almost  dark  room,  revealed  a  very 
beautiful  picture  ;  beautiful,  at  least,  to  anyone 
who  could  have  looked  upon  it  from  a  purely 
artistic  point  of  view. 

Roda,  in  all  the  snowy  splendour  of  her  ball- 
I'oom  array,  clouds  of  soft  white  drapery  floating 
around  her,  the  frosted  leaves  sparkling  as 
though  gemmed  with  diamonds  on  her  bosom 
and  amongst  her  dark  curls,  a  flush  of  happy 
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triumph  on  her  face,  a  joyous  smile  partincr  her 
rosy  hps,  stood  in  the  doorway.  Alec  could 
scarcely  tell  for  a  moment  whether  the  sudden 
light  that  came  into  the  room  ra^'ed  out  from 
her  bright  presence,  or  from  some  other  source ; 
for  she  seemed  to  him  just  then,  in  her  radiant 
beauty,  like  one  of  those  shining  angels,  the 
flutter  of  whose  wings  makes  daylight  where 
they  come.  Indeed,  until  Aunt  Phillis  got  up 
and  trotted  to  the  door,  and  said  in  her  kind 
genial  way — "  ^Vhy,  Roda,  you  look  as  fresh 
as  a  daisy,  and  I  was  afraid  you  would  be 
quite  knocked  up.  Do  you  know  it  is  nearly 
two  o'clock  in  the  morning  ?  " — he  was  not 
quite  sure  whether  he  saw  a  vision  or  not. 

What  a  change  in  evers'thing  but  sunny 
brightness,  from  the  little  wild  elfish  school- 
girl, who  used  to  romp  up  and  down  the 
garden  in  raiment  often  the  reverse  of  snowy 
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^vllite,  and  climb  walls  in  search  of  birds'  nests, 
and  go  into  such  tornadoes  of  indignation  when 
he  made  away  with  her  French  grammar,  or 
pocketed  her  bits  of  crumpled  fancy-work. 
What  strange  new  beauty  had  dawned  upon 
that  girlish  face,  like  touch  of  spring  upon  the 
awakening  flowers!  What  grace  of  maiden- 
hood, what  charm  of  rosy  love  in  every  gesture 
of  that  fair  young  form !  Alec  left  her,  eighteen 
months  ago,  a  mischievous,  hoydenish,  untutored 
little  creature,  fitful,  impetuous,  warm-hearted  ; 
he  came  back  to  meet  a  very  Aurora,  coy,  blush- 
ing, the  dewy  dawn  of  hope  and  promise  brighten- 
ing around  her,  the  sweet  consciousness  of  power 
and  beauty  beaming  in  her  face,  every  move- 
ment instinct  with  a  maiden's  buoyant,  flashing 
grace ! 

Yes,  and  there,  by  her  side,  like  the  night 
which  Aurora  drives  away — only  that  in  this  in- 
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stance  Aurora  was  not  driving  it  away,  but 
quite  the  contrary — stood  a  tall,  dark,  shadowy 
figure,  looking,  upon  that  background  of  light, 
almost  like  those  old-fashioned  silhouettes  one 
sees  in  very  primitive  country  parlours,  hung 
up  by  way  of  ornament  over  the  mantel- 
piece. 

As  Alec  got  accustomed  to  the  blaze  of  light,  he 
perceived  that  this  silhouette  had  the  aspect  and 
appearance  of  a  man,  and  that  he  was  bending 
over  Eoda's  bright  beauty  with  most  unpleasant, 
though  certainly  not  unjustifiable,  intensity  of 
appreciation.  So  sweet  a  face  deserved  an 
earnest  gaze.  So  conscious  a  flush  in  those 
rosy  cheeks  might  well  deepen  the  tender  words 
— for  they  must  have  been  tender — which  had 
just  called  it  forth. 

"Yes,  Aunt  Phillis,"  said  Roda,  as  Miss 
Chickory  went  to  the    door  to   receive  them  ; 
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and  at  every  graceful  movement  of  the  3'oung 
girl  a  fresh  shower  of  sparkles  seemed  to  be  cast 
from  the  ornaments  about  her.  "  It  has  been 
such  a  pleasant  evening !  I  don't  think  I  ever 
had  such  a  pleasant  evening  in  my  life  before. 
Everyone  has  been  so  very  kind,  and  I  was  so 
sorry  to  come  away.  Only,  you  know,  Mrs. 
Dexter  had  promised  that  we  should  not  be  late, 
and  Mr.  Fabian  was  so  kind  as  to  come  with 
me  after  we  left  Mrs.  Dexter  at  the  Lodoje.  I 
am  sure  it  was  very  good  of  him  to  take  so  much 
trouble ;  but  I  really  could  not  believe  it  when 
he  told  me  it  was  nearly  two  o'clock.  The 
evening  has  seemed  to  go  so  quickly  !  Hasn't 
it  seemed  to  go  quickly,  Mr.  Fabian  V 

Here  the  silhouette  said  something  which 
Alec  could  not  distinctly  understand,  about 
felicity  and  to-morrow  morning,  and  some  sort 
of  honour,  which   he  begged  permission  to  do 
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himself.  But  Roda  must  have  heard  it  more 
distinctly  than  he  did,  or  perhaps  it  was  in- 
tended for  no  other  ears  than  hers,  for  her  face 
flushed  a  rosier  colour,  and  her  head  drooped, 
and  the  little  hand  which  the  silhouette  was 
holding  in  his  began  to  tremble.  Alec  was  quite 
sure  he  saw  it  tremble. 

It  was  a  beautiful  picture ;  that  warm  glow 
from  the  coloured  lamp  in  the  hall  falling  upon 
the  white-robed  figure,  lighting  up  the  sweet 
face  which  was  now  uplifted  with  a  bright  happy 
smile  to  Aunt  Phillis,  and  now  bent  in  blush- 
ing confusion  for  some  low-spoken  word  from 
that  dark  shadowy  figure,  which,  as  Alec  had 
found  out  now,  was  not  only  a  man,  but  a  very 
handsome  man  too,  elegant  and  gentlemanly, 
and  of  most  winning  voice  and  manners — quite 
an  Antinous  in  ministerial  garb.  And  so  per- 
fectly satisfied  with  his  position — as  indeed  any- 
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one  might  be  who  stood  by  the  side  of  a  mai'den 
like  Roda  Montagu,  and  had  the  privilege  of 
looking  down  into  that  sweet  face,  and  whisper- 
ing words  which  could  make  it  droop  in  such 
rosy  confusion. 

A  very  beautiful  picture.  And  yet — and 
yet 

Alec  heartily  wished  he  could  sweep  it  out  of 
his  memory  altogether. 


25 


CHAPTER  11. 

"QY  the  time  that  Roda  fairly  comprehended 
who  it  was  that  had  come  home,  Mr.  Fa- 
bian had  made  his  bow  and  departed,  leaving 
her  face  to  face,  as  we  have  said,  with  Alec 
lanson,  who  had  now  come  forward  to  make  his 
little  speechification,  though  in  a  lame,  stumbling 
fashion,  contrasting  very  strongly  with  Mr.  Fa- 
bian's consummate  ease  and  elegance. 

She  felt  awkward,  perplexed.  She  did  not 
know  what  to  say,  or  in  what  manner  to  say  it. 
She  could  not  disentangle  herself  from  the  at- 
mosphere which  Mr.  Fabian  had  thrown  around 
her,  and  meet  Alec  with  that  free,   courteous 
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kindliness  which  she  had  decided  upon  as  the 
most  fitting  welcome  for  him,  until  some  word 
or  look  or  tone  of  his  had  convinced  her  that  all 
the  old  friendliness  was  there.  And  none  of 
these  had  shown  any  sign  of  it  yet. 

\Mien  he  came  upon  her  so  unexpectedly  be- 
fore, as  she  lay,  listless  and  weaiy,  among  the 
autumn  leaves  in  the  garden,  she  had  erred  in 
her  overflow  of  gladness.  She  had  spoken 
w^ords  to  him  which  she  would  have  given 
almost  anything  to  have  been  able  to  unspeak. 
Xow,  she  erred  perhaps  more  sadly,  from  ina- 
bility to  express  even  a  little  of  what  she  really 
felt.  She  could  only  stammer  out  a  few  hesi- 
tating, confused  sentences,  about  being  glad  to 
see  him  back  again,  and  hoping  he  was  very 
well.  And  even  the  kindness  she  would  have 
put  into  the  stammering  sentences  was  chilled 
by  the   look  in   Alec's   face.     It  was  so  very 
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different  from  what  she  had  expected.  He  did 
not  seem  particularly  glad  to  see  her,  after  all. 
He  shook  hands  with  her,  and  said  she  was  im- 
proved very  much ;  he  fancied  she  had  grown 
taller ;  he  did  not  think  eighteen  months  could 
have  made  so  much  difference,  and  something 
else  to  the  same  effect.  But  somehow  there 
was  a  painful  want  about  the  words.  It  did 
not  seem  to  be  Alec's  voice  that  said  them,  nor 
Alec's  eyes,  warm,  loving,  trustful  eyes,  which 
looked  down  upon  her  whilst  she  listened  to 
them. 

To  be  sure,  the  outward  appearance  of  him 
was  still  the  same,  allowing  for  a  little  added 
manliness,  w^hich  that  residence  in  Frankfort 
had  given  him.  And  he  had  the  same  queer- 
looking  dress  on  too,  which  she  remembered  so 
well  when  first  he  came  ; — Alec  had  quietly  put 
the  little  bit  of  Virginian  creeper  into  his  pocket 
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when  he  found  out  that  Mr.  Fabian  was  such  a 
very  handsome  man ;  and  there  was  the  same 
upright,  independent,  straightforward  bearing 
which  always  made  him  seem  so  different  to  the 
rest  of  the  Ulphusby  people.  But  Roda  felt, 
and  the  feeling  gave  her  a  deep  sadness  at  her 
heart,  that  he  was  not  just  the  same  Alec  who 
had  said  good-bye  to  her  that  sunny  September 
morning,  a  year  and  a  half  ago.  If  he  had 
been  the  same,  he  would  never  have  looked  at 
her  in  such  a  cold  way,  and  talked  as  if  all  the 
soul  had  been  frozen  out  of  him. 

She  began  to  look  pale.  She  could  almost 
have  cried.  It  w^as  such  a  very,  ver2/  different 
meeting  from  the  one  she  had  expected. 

They  all  stood  in  the  drawing-room  round  the 
fire,  not  bright  enough  now  to  cast  much  light 
upon  them,  until  Aunt  Phillis,  who  almost 
nodded  as  she  stood,  said  that  this  sort  of  thing 
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must  not  be  allowed  to  go  on  any  longer.  It  was 
quite  time  they  were  all  snoring  in  their  beds. 
What  with  Alec's  journey,  and  Roda's  repeated 
gaieties,  she  should  have  them  both  ill  on  her 
hands  together,  and  that  would  be  worse  than 
either  the  anticipated  party,  or  the  Cath-Ross 
communion  season.  So  she  made  Alec  and 
Roda  say  good-night  to  each  other,  or  rather 
good-morning ;  a  ceremony  which  was  parformed 
on  Roda's  part  with  some  little  dignity,  for  she 
felt  a  touch  of  wounded  pride  at  the  turn  which 
events  had  taken  ;  and  then  the  whole  party  dis- 
persed to  their  respective  quarters,  just  as  the 
JMinster  clock  was  striking  the  hour  of  two. 

Rather  a  gloomy  ending  to  the  Deanery  ball. 
Poor  Roda  pulled  off  her  white  finery,  and  lay 
down  sad  at  heart,  sadder  than  she  had  ever 
been  in  all  her  young  life  before.  Sadder  even 
than  when  Alec  went  away  to  the  Frankfort 
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college ;  for  thous^h  that  going  away  was  very 
bitter,  still  there  was  a  light  beyond  it,  the  light 
of  his  coming  home  again  ;  but  out  of  the  gloom 
which  gathered  upon  her  now  there  seemed  to 
be  no  way.  Alec  had  changed.  That  was  a 
dark,  dreary  thought,  upon  which  no  other 
brightness  which  might  come  into  her  life  could 
cast  any  of  its  reflection. 

She  was  too  tired,  however,  to  grieve  very 
much  about  anything.  All  the  events  of  the 
night,  pleasant  and  painful,  gathered  themselves 
together  into  a  confused  tangled  mass,  which 
seemed  to  press  closer  and  closer  upon  her, 
and  dazzle  her  more  and  more,  until  she  fell 
into  a  sound  sleep ;  certainly  the  best  thing  she 
could  fall  into. 

She  was  aroused  by  the  Minster  bells  chim- 
ing for  the  second  morning  service  Ten  o'clock, 
and  she  had  been  sleeping  all  the  time  !     But 
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Aunt  Phillis  had  told  her  she  was  to  sleep 
as  long  as  she  could,  and  so  she  did  not  chide 
herself,  that  even  in  this  January  time  the  sun 
had  been  up  and  stirring  more  than  two  hours 
before  she  cared  to  follow  his  good  example. 

With  the  renewed  mental  power  which  that 
long  rest  had  given  her,  she  began  to  consider 
what  had  happened.  It  all  seemed  clearer  now. 
She  could  think  about  it  without  that  bewildered 
feeling  which  came  over  her  the  night  before, 
when  she  tried  to  remember  anything.  Alec 
had  come  back.  That  was  the  first  thing.  The 
joy  she  had  been  looking  forward  to  so  long 
was  close  to  her  now.  The  meeting  which  she 
had  pictured  to  herself  so  many  many  times, 
wondering  where  it  would  be,  and  when,  and  what 
they  would  each  of  them  do,  and  how  they 
would  each  of  them  look,  and  how  they  would 
straightway  take  up  the  old  sweet  happy  friend- 
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ship,  just  as  they  had  left  it  a  year  and  a  half 
ago,  and  be  to  each  other  just  what  they  used 
to  be  then — this  meeting  had  come  to  pass,  but, 
oh !  what  a  pitiful  mockery  it  was  of  all 
her  bright  imaginings.  They  had  shaken  hands 
with  each  other,  and  said  a  few  ordinary  sen- 
tences ;  not  said  them  either,  as  she  had  some- 
times thought  they  might  just  at  first  be  said, 
with  the  happy  knowledge  that  the  real  meeting 
w^ould  be  by-and-by,  when  they  were  left  to 
themselves,  when  they  could  just  look  right  into 
each  other's  faces,  and  hold  each  other's  hands, 
and  perhaps  in  that  way,  and  in  no  other  way, 
say  a  little  of  what  they  felt.  But  said  them 
with  a  dreary  feeling  that  this  was  all  they 
had  to  say  ;  that  the  old  happy  time  was 
folded  up  and  put  away,  like  some  worn-out 
garment,  and  the  only  thing  left  for  them  now 
was  to  forget. 
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Which,  so  far  as  she  was  concerned,  Roda 
determined  to  do  at  once  and  for  ever.  A  little 
maidenly  pride  came  to  her  help,  and  dried  up 
the  tears  which  kept  stealing  one  by  one  from 
under  her  shut  eyelids,  as  she  lay  there  thinking, 
thinking,  about  all  these  things. 

It  was  very  wrong  and  very  cruel,  she  said  to 
herself,  for  Alec  to  do  so.  He  had  no  business 
to  ask  her  to  remember  him,  if  he  did  not  mean 
to  go  on  remembering  her.  It  was  just  nothing 
but  falseness  for  him  to  keep  sending  her  those 
kind  messages,  and  getting  others  from  her  as 
kind  in  return,  if  he  cared  no  more  about  her 
than  this ;  if,  when  he  came  back,  he  had  no- 
thing better  to  give  her  than  the  cold  words  and 
hard  looks  which  she  had  from  him  when  she 
met  him  after  the  Deanery  ball. 

Yes,  nothing  but  falseness.  But  what  a  hor- 
rible thought  to  think  that  Alec  could  be  false  ! 

VOL.  III.  D 
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— Alec,  who  had  been  to  her,  ever  since  she 
knew  him,  just  another  name  for  everything 
that  was  brave  and  straiojhtforward,  and  honour- 
able and  true.  Perhaps,  though,  he  had  met 
someone  in  Germany  that  he  liked  better  than 
herself,  some  Gretchen  or  Linda,  whose  pretty 
face  had  got  into  his  heart,  and  that  was  the 
reason  he  came  back  so  stiff  and  cold.  He 
wanted  to  show  her,  without  saying  it  right  out 
in  words,  that  she  must  not  think  about  him 
any  more,  as  he  once  wanted  her  to  think  about 
him  ;  that  they  must  only  be  polite  and  cour- 
teous now,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing. 

Very  well.  He  might  take  his  Gretchen  or 
his  Linda,  or  whoever  she  happened  to  be,  and 
make  himself  as  happy  with  her  as  he  could. 
Roda  didn't  care.  She  wouldn't  make  a  trouble 
of  it.  Of  course  he  had  a  right  to  change  if  he 
liked  ;  everybody  had.     And  what  consequence 
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was  it  to  her  if  he  chose  to  take  a  fancy  to  some 
one  else  ? 

Then  two  great  hot  scalding  tears  would 
force  their  way  down  her  cheeks,  as  she  thought 
of  Alec  holding  some  imaginary  Gretchen  by 
the  hand,  or  talking  to  some  flaxen-haired 
Linda,  as  he  had  once  talked  to  her,  under  the 
red  leaves  of  the  old  Virginian  creeper.  It  was 
a  bitter  thing  to  be  forgotten.  Look  at  it  as 
she.  would,  it  was  a  bitter — hitter  thing  to  be 
forgotten.  And  Roda  felt  the  pain  of  it  now 
for  the  first  time  in  her  life. 

But  still,  she  didn't  care.  She  was  quite  sure 
she  didn't  care.  He  had  chosen  to  go  and  for- 
get her,  and  she  would  let  him  see  that  she 
could  forget  him  just  as  easily.  If  he  did  not 
care  about  her,  there  were  plenty  of  people, 
even  in  stupid  little  Ulphusby,  who  did.  There 
was  young  Mr.  Ducannon,  who  was  always  beg- 
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ging  flowers  out  of  her  bouquet,  and  Mr. 
Sparks,  who  called  her  his  St.  Cecilia,  though 
she  w^as  quite  sure  she  was  not  like  the  Cecilia 
in  the  Minster  window ;  and  Mr.  Fabian,  who 
said  such  very  pretty  things  to  her  whenever 
he  had  the  opportunity,  and  who  had  told  her, 
only  a  few  hours  before,  that  her  love,  if  she 
would  only  give  it  to  him,  would  be  the  crown- 
ing treasure  of  his  life.  That  was  a  pretty 
speech,  and  one  which  he  could  not  give,  like 
the  rest  of  his  compliments,  to  a  great  many 
young  ladies.  It  could  only  be  for  one  out  of 
them  all.  If  Alec  took  Gretchen  or  Linda, 
then,  she  could  take  Mr.  Fabian,  just  out  of 
spite. 

But  what  a  different  take  that  w^ould  be ! 
Roda  could  feel  towards  fifty  thousand  people 
just  as  she  felt  towards  Mr.  Fabian ;  but  she 
could  never,  never  feel  to  anyone  else  just  as 
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she  felt  to  Alec.  Half  an  hour  of  Alec's  teasing 
was  worth  all  the  fine  speeches  that  ^Ir.  Fabian 
ever  made.  She  would  rather  be  put  into  a 
downright  ill-temper  by  Alec,  if  only  they  could 
make  it  up  again  once  more  in  the  old  happy 
way,  than  have  a  whole  week  of  tete-a-tetes  with 
!Mr.  Fabian  in  the  Deanery  conservatory,  with 
the  orange  blossoms  dropping  over  her,  and  his 
tender  words  bringing  that  strange,  curious  feel- 
ing to  her  heart.  It  was  not  these  things  that 
could  make  her  happy.  They  just  served  to 
fill  up  her  time,  and  they  made  her  have  a  sort 
of  triumphant  pride  over  other  girls,  who  could 
not  get  so  much  flattery  and  attention ;  but  ah  ! 
when  she  came  to  think  what  they  would  be  to 
her  if  she  had  nothing  else  except  them — if 
there  was  no  sweet  memory  of  Alec  hiding  far 
away  beneath  them ;  if,  when  they  were  over 
and  done  with,  she  could  not  come  back  to  the 
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thought  of  him  as  to  some  quiet  resting-place, 
perfectly  safe  and  peaceful.  Roda  found,  when 
she  tried  to  picture  this  to  herself,  that  pride 
was  but  a  poor  exchange  for  love,  and  to  marry 
Mr.  Fabian  out  of  spite,  even  though  he  was  so 
handsome,  and  so  fascinating,  and  so  popular, 
and  thoua;h  half  the  Close  voung  ladies  might 
envy  her  good  fortune,  could  never  make  up 
for  the  great  gulf  which  would  He  between  her 
and  Alec  then. 

But  the  bells  had  ceased  chiming,  and  a  burst 
of  organ-music  proclaimed  that  morning  service 
had  begun.  Eoda  must  come  down  and  face 
her  troubles,  just  as  if  everything  was  as  plea- 
sant and  straightforward  as  it  could  possibly  be. 
Neither  her  papa  nor  Aunt  Phillis  must  know 
that  anything  was  the  matter.  She  must  be- 
have to  Alec  just  as  the  Guide  to  Female  Ex- 
cellence directed  that  young  ladies  should  be- 
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have  to  members  of  the  opposite  sex ;  not  be- 
traying any  sort  of  uncomfortable  consciousness, 
nor  appearing  to  want  to  gain  his  attention — no 
fear  of  that — by  any  little  shifting  arts  or 
wiles ;  treating  him  in  every  way  as  she  might 
have  treated  any  lady  of  her  acquaintance, 
which,  as  the  Guide  said,  was  the  highest  sum- 
mit of  excellence  to  w^hich  a  girl  of  eighteen 
could  reach  in  the  social  department ;  and 
which,  when  she  had  once  reached  it,  would 
place  her  for  ever  beyond  the  reach  of  petty 
gossip  or  misconception.  The  Guide  said  it  was 
the  safest  thing  a  young  lady  could  do,  to  behave 
to  her  young  gentlemen  friends  as  if  they  be- 
longed to  the  same  sex  as  herself. 

Oh !  most  excellent  Guide !  Eoda  determined 
to  follow  it  out  to  the  very  letter.  So  she  got 
up  and  dressed,  trying  to  make  herself  look 
as   pretty   as   ever   she  could,   never   thinking 
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that,  in  doing  it,  she  was  disobeying  the  very 
spirit  of  the  precepts  she  so  much  wished  to 
observe  ;  for  would  she  have  wanted  to  make 
herself  look  so  very  particularly  nice,  if  only 
one  of  the  Close  young  ladies  had  been  waiting 
for  her  in  the  breakfast-room  ?  And  then,  after 
having  put  on  her  prettiest  morning  frock,  and 
twisted  a  most  irresistible  blue  ribbon  into  her 
liair,  she  came  downstairs,  intending  to  behave 
to  Alec  as  if  he  were  a  young  lady. 

Oh !  foolish  Eoda,  and  oh !  more  foolish 
Guide,  to  recommend  her  to  do  any  such  im- 
possible thing.  However,  we  shall  see  by-and- 
by  in  what  fashion  she  succeeds  with  this  quite 
new  scheme  of  social  tactics^ 
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CHAPTER  III. 

A  ND  what  of  Alec  ? 

He  too  had  had  some  sore  mental  exer- 
cises before  he  made  his  appearance  at  the 
breakfast-table  that  morning.  The  cathedral 
chimes  had  not  roused  him  to  meditate  upon 
his  wrongs,  for  he  had  been  meditating  upon 
them,  with  the  exception  of  a  chance  slumber 
or  two,  ever  since  he  shook  hands  with  Roda, 
and  wished  her  good  night  in  such  a  very  cir- 
cumspect, dignified  manner,  so  entirely  different 
from  the  manner  in  which  he  had  intended  that 
ceremony  should  be  performed. 

Alec's  coming  home  to  the  Old  Deanery  had 
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been  a  very  bright  anticipation  to  liim.  He  had 
spent  many  a  pleasant  liour  in  arranging  all 
about  it.  Perhaps  to  him  it  had  been  a  more 
continually  present  hope  than  to  Koda,  for 
there  was  no  other  brightness  in  his  life  to  set 
against  it.  It  had  been  the  one  beautiful  thing 
for  him  to  look  forward  to,  in  the  midst  of  much 
hard,  fagging  work,  which  had  been  laid  upon 
him  since  he  went  to  the  Frankfort  college. 
Alec  had  had  nobody  to  flatter  and  caress  him 
there.  The  professors  gave  him  a  good  word 
now  and  then,  when  he  got  on  well  with  his 
studies.  The  students  cheered  and  hurrahed 
when  he  won  medal  after  medal ;  and  the  bald 
old  principal  gave  him  ponderous  digests  of 
excellent  advice,  along  with  the  various  certifi- 
cates which  it  was  that  dignitary's  office  to 
bestow  upon  him.  But  these  things  were  not 
all  that  he  wanted  to  fill  up  his  life.     That  was 
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filled  up  hv  the  sweet  hope  of  coming  back  to 
Eoda,  and  finding  her,  as  he  fully  believed  he 
should  find  her,  just  the  same  frank,  open, 
warm-hearted,  affectionate  little  creature  whom 
he  had  left  so  unwillingly  a  year  and  a  half 
aofo. 

It  was  so  pleasant  to  think  how  she  would 
spring  to  meet  him,  just  as  she  did  once  before, 
when  he  came  upon  her  unawares  in  the 
garden.  But  he  would  not  tease  her,  and 
laugh  at  her  now,  as  he  had  done  then.  He 
would  only  amuse  himself  for  a  little  while  in 
the  old  way ;  he  could  not  resist  teasing  her 
for  once — it  was  so  glorious  to  see  her  fire  up 
into  those  impetuous  gusts  of  temper,  and  then 
nestle  down  again  more  lovingly  than  before. 
He  always  knew  it  was  only  make-believe  when 
she  protested  so  vigorously  that  she  hated  him, 
and  wished  he  had  never  come  to  stop  at  the 
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Old  Deanery.  She  was  sure  to  clear  up  by- 
and-by,  and  laugh  at  herself  for  being  so  fool- 
ish ;  and  then,  how  pleasant  it  was  to  have  her 
coming  back  to  make  peace,  telling  him  that 
she  was  quite  ready  to  be  friends  again,  if  only 
he  would  promise  not  to  tease  her  any  more. 
Which,  of  course,  he  did  promise,  and  kept  his 
promise  very  faithfully  for  about  twenty-four 
hours.  Yes,  he  would  just  tease  her  once 
more,  to  see  if  she  was  really  the  same  impa- 
tient, warm-hearted  little  creature  that  she  used 
to  be  ;  and  then  he  would  open  his  arms,  and 
take  her  home  to  him  for  ever,  to  be  his  very 
own,  to  go  with  him  everywhere,  to  brighten 
all  his  life,  to  be  his  sunshine  in  gloom,  his 
darling  in  prosperity,  his  cheery,  hopeful  friend, 
when  the  shadows  gathered  round  him,  as  they 
must  gather  some  time. 

And  he  would  be  so  good  to  her — so  loving, 
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so  tender.     He  would  keep  her  so  safely.     The 
world  might  knock  him  about  as  it  liked — it 
should  never  use  her  roughly.     He  might  have 
to  fight  his  way  through  danger,  and  difficulty, 
and  disappointment,  but  none  of  these  things 
should  touch  her.     He  meant  that  so  long  as 
love  of  his  could  keep  care  away  from  her,  that 
care  should  never  have  leave  to  dim  the  happy 
brightness  of  her  life.     She  should   only  know 
it   as  the  httle  child  knows  danger,   when  its 
mother  is   close  by ;  near,  perhaps,  but  never 
near  enough  to  harm  it,  always  kept  away  by 
that  watchful,  tender  hand,  met  when  it  must 
be  met,  by  that  strong  gentleness  which  can 
overcome  it  all.     There  was  no  one  in  all  the 
world  like  his  own  little  Roda.     He  felt  with 
the  trust  of  a  true  heart  that  she  belonged  to 
him  alone — that  he  had  only  to  come  and  claim 
her,  and  take  her  to  him  for  ever. 
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Instead  of  wliichj  he  came  and  found  his 
pretty  treasure  in  the  keeping  of  another  hand. 
Or,  if  not  yet  in  its  keeping,  that  hand  was 
stretched  out  to  grasp  it,  and  the  treasure 
seemed  not  unwilling  to  be  so  grasped.  To  be 
sure,  as  Alec  said  to  himself  whilst  turning  over 
in  his  own  mind  the  probable  meaning  of  the 
tableau  vivant,  which  the  opening  of  that  draw- 
ing-room door  had  revealed  to  him,  a  beautiful 
girl  like  Roda,  for  she  was  very  beautiful  now, 
could  not  help  having  a  lot  of  young  fellows 
dangling  about  her,  and  looking  sweetly  upon 
her,  and  whispering  all  sorts  of  soft  flatteries 
into  her  ear.  It  was  the  most  natural  thing  in 
the  world  that  they  should  do  it.  He  should 
have  done  just  the  same  himself  to  fifty  girls 
out  there  in  Germany,  if  the  thought  of  Roda, 
caring  for  him,  remembering  him  so  faithfully, 
as  he  thought  she  did,  had  not  kept  him  from 
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it.  '  Men  did  always  say  those  things  to  pretty 
girls,  and  he  did  not  know  that  they  were  to  be 
blamed  for  saying  them.  But  a  girl  could  help 
being  pleased  by  it,  and  blushing,  and  looking 
so  conscious,  and  drooping  her  head  in  that 
pretty  way.  What  did  she  do  all  that  for,  if 
she  did  not  like  -what  the  fellow  was  saying  to 
her  ?  — if  she  did  not  want  him  to  keep  on  say- 
ing it,  as,  of  course,  he  would,  so  long  as  she 
showed  him,  by  such  very  unmistakeable  signs, 
that  she  was  pleased  to  listen  ?  Alec  did  not 
think  there  was  another  man  in  all  the  world 
who  had  a  right  to  talk  to  Roda  in  that  way 
except  himself,  who  had  a  right  to  hold  her 
little  trembling  hand,  and  make  the  bright  head 
droop  so,  and  the  rosy  flush  come  and  go  on 
that  sweet  face.  He  would  have  thought  scorn 
to  talk  to  any  girl  so  whilst  he  was  bound  to 
Roda  by  those  parting  words  in  the  Old  Deanery 
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garden — words  whose  meaning  she  knew  well 
enough,  after  that  kiss  had  been  given  and 
taken  ;  and  therefore,  if  she  had  any  regard 
left  for  him,  and  if  what  she  had  said  then  had 
been  said  from  her  heart,  she  ought  not  to  have 
let  anyone  else  talk  to  her  as  Mr.  Fabian  must 
have  been  talking  last  night. 

However.  And  then  Alec  went  off  into 
exactly  the  same  line  of  thought  which  Roda 
had  been  following  when  she  got  that  notion 
into  her  head  about  some  imaginary  Gretchen 
or  Linda.  She  might  do  as  she  liked  ;  he  would 
not  trouble  himself  about  it.  If  she  could  get 
along  without  him,  he  would  try  toleraby  hard  to 
get  along  without  her,  though  it  would  be  dreary 
work,  hoiu  dreary  he  scarcely  liked  to  think. 
To  have  that  handsome  young  clergyman 
coming  about  the  house  always ;  dropping  in  to 
play  chess  and  eat  game  pie ;  to  hear  him  talk- 
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incr  to  Eoda  in  his  low,  lover-like  tone,  perhaps 
walking  her  out,  escorting  her  to  balls,  going 
with  her  to  the  ^linster  services,  whilst  he,  for- 
sooth, was  left  behind,  as  a  person  of  no  conse- 
quence, rather  in  the  way  than  otherwise,  as  a 
third  party  generally  is  in  such  cases.  And 
then  to  see  her  taking  it  all  in  with  such  shy, 
pretty  consciousness,  treating  1dm  now  like  a 
brother,  giving  Mr.  Fabian  to  understand  that 
she  had  always  felt  for  him  like  a  brother, 
nothing  more,  when  that  fascinating  individual 
began  to  make  inquiries  about  the  new-comer. 
He  might  as  well  have  stopped  in  Germany  as 
come  home  to  encounter  this  sort  of  thing. 
And  Roda  would  take  to  embroidering  stoles 
now,  he  supposed,  as  young  ladies  always  did 
for  their  pet  parsons,  or  working  book -cushions 
for  him ;  and  he  would  be  giving  her  spiritual 
direction,  making  her  confess  to  him,  perhaps, 
VOL.  IIT.  E 
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liow  she  had  once  been  tempted  to  regard  the 
son  of  her  papa's  oldest  friend  as  something  a 
Httle  more  than  a  brother,  but  now  the  tempta- 
tion had  passed  away,  and  she  felt  thankful  to 
say  that  she  entertained  for  him  nothing  but  the 
most  sisterly  regard,  &c.,  &c. 

Alec  threw  open  his  door  and  came  tramping 
downstairs  to  breakfast,  feeling  anything  but  a 
spirit  of  love  and  charity  towards  all  men,  es- 
pecially towards  the  Rev.  Marcus  Fabian. 

So  these  two  people,  who  did  really  and  truly 
love  each  other,  foolishly  resolved  to  wrap  them- 
selves up  in  their  respective  dignities,  and  say 
nothing  about  it.  One  little  word  from  either 
of  them  would  have  blown  the  dignity  to  the 
four  winds,  and  made  all  straight  again.  If 
Roda  would  but  have  been  true  to  the  impulse 
of  her  own  loving  heart,  and  asked  Alec,  when 
slie  met  him  next  morning,  why  he  had  been  so 
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stiff  and  cold  to  her,  he  would  have  told  her  the 
bitter  thoughts  which  had  crept  into  his  heart, 
and  she  would  have  laughed  them  all  away,  and 
taken  her  own  place  there  instead,  never  to  have 
been  driven  out  any  more.  Or,  if  he  had  just 
asked  her,  kindly  and  simply,  whether  she  really 
liked  this  handsome  young  curate,  who  had  been 
whispering  such  sweet  things  to  her,  she  would 
have  answered  him,  no,  ten  thousand  times  no  ; 
it  was  only  because  she  did  not  know  what  else 
to  do  that  she  held  down  her  head,  and  seemed 
so  confused.  And  though  perhaps  she  would 
not  have  told  him  just  then  ivhi/  she  could  not 
care  for  Mr.  Fabian,  yet  that  little  bit  of  infor- 
mation would  have  come  in  its  own  time  and 
place,  and  the  giving  of  it  would  have  been  a 
memorable  season  for  them  both.  But  the  word 
was  left  unspoken,  and  many  a  sad  hour  the 
silence  cost  them. 
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Alec  liappened  to  be  in  the  room  when  Mr. 
Fabian  came  to  do  himself  the  honour  of  inquir- 
ing after  ^liss  Montagu's  health.  The  curate  of 
St.  Chad's  had  heard  of  jMr.  lanson's  expected 
arrival.  He  and  Mrs.  Dexter  had  more  than 
once  talked  over  its  probable  influence  upon  his 
own  prospects,  and  he  came  this  morning  pre- 
pared to  resist  such  influence,  should  it  prove  to 
be  adverse.  Perhaps  he  deemed  it  prudent  to 
give  this  possible  rival,  if  rival  he  wished  to  be, 
to  understand  that  the  prize  he  sought  was  be- 
spoke and  almost  won  before  he  entered  upon 
the  pursuit.  Or  perhaps  it  behoved  him  to  bear 
out  the  ardent  words  of  the  previous  evening  by 
a  somewhat  more  demonstrative  demeanour  than 
usual  during  the  morning's  visit.  Or  he  might 
w^ish  to  press  the  advantage  he  had  gained 
whilst  partially  explaining  himself  in  Mrs. 
Falconer's  conservatory,  and  place  his  intentions 
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still  more  beyond  the  reach  of  misconstruction. 
HoNvever  that  might  be,  his  gentle  persuasive 
manner,  and  the  undisguised  tenderness  of  his 
looks,  and  the  chivalrous,  protecting  airs 
which  he  assumed  towards  the  object  of  his 
affections,  however  she  might  choose  to  interpret 
them,  were  quite  sufficient  to  drive  away  any 
lingering  pleasurable  doubt  which  might  have 
remained  in  Alec's  mind  with  respect  to  their 
relative  positions.  If  Roda  was  not  actually 
engaged  to  ]Mr.  Fabian,  she  was  just  upon  the 
verge  of  it.  All  that  could  have  taken  place 
between  them,  without  an  actucil  interchange 
of  promises,  had  been  accomplished.  She  be- 
longed to  him,  in  virtue  of  those  tender  looks, 
and  whispered  words,  and  trembhng  hand-clasps, 
just  as  truly  as  though  they  were  pledged  to 
each  other  by  rings  and  whispered  vows,  and  all 
that  sort  of  foolery — so  Alec  in  his  ineffectual 
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wrath  called  it — which  lovers  think  themselves 
obliged  to  go  through  on  such  occasions. 

Roda,  on  her  part,  was  determined  to  let  Alec 
see  that,  if  he  chose  to  slight  her,  there  were 
others  to  whom  her  love  was  precious.  She  felt 
miserable  enough  all  the  time  she  was  chatting 
so  pleasantly  with  Mr.  Fabian.  She  felt,  as  she 
had  never  felt  before,  that  there  was  not  the 
ring  of  genuine  manliness  about  him.  She 
could  not  help  contrasting  his  carefully  chosen, 
musically  spoken  words  with  Alec's  honest  un- 
studied speech  ;  the  obsequious  deference  of  his 
manner  with  Alec's  straightforwardness,  almost 
abrupt  sometimes,  but  always  to  be  depended 
upon.  When  Alec  said  a  thing  he  meant  it. 
When  he  did  a  thing  he  meant  it  too.  That 
was  why  his  behaviour  last  night  had  wounded 
her  so.  But  still  she  felt  that  whatever  he  did  or 
said,  he  was  true  to  what  he  thought  to  be  right. 


Alecs  Bride.  55 

She  could  not  feel  that  about  Mr.  Fabian. 
Even  his  homage  seemed  to  humiliate  her, 
offered  now  in  the  presence  of  Alec,  who  could 
see  through  it,  and  take  it  for  what  it  was 
worth.  She  felt  instinctively  that  he  had  no 
true  appreciation  of  women,  that  he  looked  upon 
them  as  mere  toys  and  playthings.  He  had 
said  things  to  her  about  some  of  the  Close 
young  ladies,  who  had  flattered  him  by  their  too 
manifest  preference,  that  a  real  gentleman,  a 
gentleman  in  the  best  sense  of  the  word,  would 
never  say  about  any  woman.  He  might  go  and 
say  the  same  about  her,  because  she  felt  that 
she  was  not  so  infinitely  better  than  other  girls 
as  to  set  her  beyond  the  reach  of  anything  that 
could  be  said  against  her.  And  yet  he  was 
always  trying  to  make  her  believe  that  he 
thought  her  faultless.  She  had  fifty  times 
rather  be  scolded  by  Alec  than  praised  by  Mr. 
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Fabian,  for  she  was  quite  sure  that  Alec  knew 
her  for  what  she  was — at  least,  he  used  to  do — 
whilst  Mr.  Fabian,  if  he  did  know  her  for  what 
she  was,  was  always  aiming  to  convince  her 
that  he  took  her  for  something  a  great  deal 
better. 

But  still  she  must  accept  ^Ir.  Fabian's 
homage,  to  let  Alec  see  that  she  was  indepen- 
dent of  his.  Last  night,  in  the  Deanery  con- 
servatory, if  she  had  only  had  presence  of  mind 
enough  for  it,  she  could  have  afforded  to  repel 
those  luring  words.  Her  heart,  filled  full  with 
the  thought  of  Alec's  love,  had  no  need  of  them. 
It  was  only  their  suddenness  that  confused  her. 
She  was  thrown  off  her  guard.  She  could  not 
tell  what  to  say,  and  so  her  blushing  cheeks  and 
downcast  eyes  said  for  her  what  her  own  honesty 
would  never  have  spoken.  Now,  she  was  poor 
at  heart,  very  poor.     She   could    not  afford  to 
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lose  even  so  worthless  a  thing  as  Mr.  Fabian's 
preference.  It  was  the  only  weapon  with 
which  she  could  defend  herself  from  Alec's 
neglect.  A  dangerous  weapon.  Perhaps  one 
she  would  more  wisely  have  let  alone,  or  cast 
from  her,  that  she  might  come,  defenceless,  un- 
armed, to  seek  the  mercy  which  would  so  readily 
have  been  given.  But  Roda  was  not  in  the 
mood  just  now  to  strike  her  colours  and  sue  for 
peace.  She  had  begun  the  battle,  and  she 
would  fight  it  out  with  him,  however  much  she 
lost  in  winning  it,  even  supposing  that  victory 
was  hers  at  last. 

So  she  talked  and  laughed  and  flirted  more 
gaily  than  usual,  casting  now  and  then  a  furtive 
glance  towards  that  end  of  the  room  where  Alec 
sat,  gloomy  and  lowering,  just  saying  an  occa- 
sional word  or  two  to  Aunt  Phillis,  for  the  sake 
of  keeping  up  appearances.     Roda's  instinct  had 
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outstripped  Alec's  reasoning.  He  was  slowly 
winning  his  way  towards  the  conclusion  that 
it  would  be  better  not  to  seem  to  care  anything 
about  his  disappointment,  and  perhaps  by  to- 
morrow he  would  be  able  to  put  his  logic  into 
practice.  Roda  had  jumped  to  her  conclusion 
at  once,  and  she  was  chattering  away  in  appa- 
rently glorious  forgetfulness  of  everything  like 
heartache ;  w^hile  he  could  not  keep  some  of  his 
from  manifesting  itself. 

His  gloomy  face  made  her  feel  that  she  had  a 
little  power  over  him,  even  yet.  Else,  why 
should  it  be  any  consequence  to  him  who  she 
laughed  and  flirted  with  ?  Having  that  feeling 
of  power,  she  rattled  on  still  more  gaily,  and 
even  put  on  a  more  bewitching  conscious- 
ness when  Mr.  Fabian  said  anything  very  im- 
pressive. She  felt,  somehow,  that  she  could 
vex  Alec  in  this  way,  and  to  vex  Alec  was  now 
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the  one  thing  she  had  got  to  do ;  to  pay  him 
out  for  the  pain  he  had  cost  her,  for  the  sorrow 
and  humiliation  which  were  galling  her  every 
moment.  She  felt  as  if  she  could  have  suffered 
almost  anything  to  make  him  suffer.  She  felt 
so  glad  to  triumph  over  him,  to  parade  this  other 
man's  preference  before  his  eyes ;  this  prefer- 
ence which  was  yet  so  utterly  worthless  to  her, 
which  to  a  true  heart  like  hers — for  Koda  was 
true  even  yet — could  never  be  anything  else 
but  worthless. 

And  so  that  was  how  our  admirable  little 
maiden  acted,  "  as  per  Guide."  That  was  the 
fashion  in  which  she  ordered  her  conduct,  ac- 
cording to  the  rules  laid  down  in  that  most  re- 
liable finger-post  to  Female  Excellence.  "A 
young  lady  will  do  well  to  direct  her  conversa- 
tion and  behaviour  towards  members  of  the 
opposite   sex,   in   such  a  manner  as  would   be 
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suitable  to  those  of  her  own."  As  if  anything 
of  the  sort  were  possible.  As  if  she  would  have 
said  a  sini^le  word,  or  done  a  single  action,  as 
she  said  and  did  them  that  morning,  supposing 
Alec  lanson  and  the  handsome  young  curate  of 
St.  Chad's  had  been  a  couple  of  Close  ladies, 
the  Miss  Ducannons,  for  instance,  or  Ethel 
Brooke  and  Miss  Lesbanks.  No,  no.  Eoda 
had  got  out  of  reach  of  the  Guide  now.  Its 
genteel  glimmer,  suitable  enough  for  drawing- 
room  purposes,  was  utterly  ineffectual  for  an}' 
sort  of  help  or  direction  through  the  morass  of 
doubt  and  anger  and  sorrow  and  passion  into 
which  she  had  floundered,  and  in  which,  at 
every  step,  she  only  got  more  hopelessly  en- 
tangled. She  must  have  something  quite  in 
advance  of  any  printed  Guide  to  Female  Ex- 
cellence to  lead  her  poor  little  stumbling  feet  to 
firm  standing-ground  again. 
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Those  last  twelve  hours  of  her  life  had  done 
for  her  almost  the  work  of  as  many  years. 
They  had  roused  all  the  stronger  part  of  her 
nature  into  activity.  They  had  shown  her  into 
what  angry  waves  the  quiet  sea  of  her  life  might 
be  lashed ;  how  easily  from  its  sunny,  full- 
tided  calm,  it  could  change  into  storm  and 
unrest.  Yet,  in  the  midst  of  it  all,  she  did  love 
him.  She  would  so  gladly  have  been  at  peace 
with  him  again.  Even  as  the  angry  waves, 
rolling  in  upon  the  shore,  tear  up  from  the  deep 
ocean  caves  many  a  crimson  spray  and  tendril, 
and  so  cast  where  eye  of  man  may  look  upon 
its  fairness,  that  which  but  for  the  storm  had 
grown  for  ever  out  of  sight,  rocked  and  cradled 
in  some  unfathomed  recess ;  so  all  this  strife 
and  tumult,  this  passionate  anger  and  impa- 
tience, -was  but  tearing  up  a  leaf  or  two  of  a 
love   which     lay   more    deeply    than   she    had 
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recked,  was  but  showing  her  how  fair,  how 
beautiful,  how  far  hidden  was  the  treasure 
which  she  struggled  ineffectually  to  cast  away 
from  her. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

A  T  last  Mr.  Fabian  took  his  departure ;  not, 
however,  before  he  had  left  a  message 
from  his  sister,  asking  Roda  to  go  over  that 
evening  to  St.  Ninian's  Lodge,  and  look  at 
some  new  designs  she  had  got  for  ecclesiastical 
embroidery.  She  was  going  to  prepare  some 
cushions  for  the  Epistoler's  and  Gospeller's 
desks  in  St.  Chad's  church,  and  she  would  like 
to  have  Miss  Montagus  opinion  before  she 
decided  upon  a  pattern.  She  knew  Miss  Mon- 
tagu had  such  exquisite  taste  in  that  sort  of 
thing. 

Roda  agreed  to  go,  and  Mr.  Fabian  wished 
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them  (rood  morning,  holding  her  hand  much 
longer,  Alec  thought,  than  was  at  all  necessary, 
even  for  people  who  stood  to  each  other  in  the 
most  interesting  of  relations. 

"  Who  is  that  muff  of  a  fellow  f  he  asked, 
a  few  moments  after  both  Mr.  Fabian  and  Aunt 
Phillis  had  left  the  room. 

This  was  the  first  time  he  and  Roda  had 
been  alone  together,  and  she  was  determined 
he  should  speak  the  first  word.  She  would  take 
the  cue  from  him  then  as  to  their  future  inter- 
course. She  did  not  expect,  though,  that  it 
would  open  quite  so  abruptly. 

"  Who  is  that  muff  of  a  fellow,  Roda  ?  Is 
he  a  twig  of  the  Church  !" 

"  He  is  not  a  muff  of  a  fellow,"  replied  Roda 
with  a  small  assumption  of  dignity ;  "  he  is  a 
very  agreeable  gentleman,  and  he  is  only  a  twig 
of  the  Church  in  the  same  way   as  you  expect 
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some  day  to  be  a  limb  of  the  State.  He  is  the 
curate  of  St.  Chad's,  and  brother  to  Mrs.  Dex- 
ter, the  lady  I  am  going  to  see,  this  evening." 

"  St.  Chad's !"  and  Alec  stuck  his  hands 
down  into  his  pockets  as  far  as  they  would  go. 
"  That  is  the  fashionable  church,  isn't  it,  where 
they  do  such  a  lot  of  posturing  and  nonsense  ? 
You  and  I  went  there,  Roda,  one  Monday  even- 
ing, a  long  time  ago ;  only  I  don't  suppose  you 
remember  anything  about  a  long  time  ago,  now. 
And  what  a  performance  it  was,  to  be  sure ! 
Thank  goodness,  I  don't  belong  to  the  top  attic 
of  the  ecclesiastical  tenement,  if  that  is  the  way 
its  devotions  are  carried  on  !  I  shouldn't  have 
thought,  Roda,  that  you  would  have  gone  along 
with  that  sort  of  thing." 

"  I  never  said  that  I  did  go   along  with  it ; 
and  if  you  mean  by  the  top  attics,  the  High 
Church  people,  there  is  as  much  good  in  them 
VOL.  III.  F 
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as  In  anybody  else.  At  any  rate,  they  speak 
politely,  and  don't  call  otlier  people  bad 
names." 

^'  Oh  !  decidedly.  Pray  don't  imagine  for 
one  moment  that  I  mean  to  insinuate  anything 
to  the  contrary.  And  they  must  tear  themselves 
away  from  the  enchantments  of  congenial 
society,  to  put  the  young  ladies  through  their 
bowing  and  curtse}^ng  and  hymn-chanting," 
said  Alec,  imitating,  as  well  as  his  rougher  voice 
could  imitate  them,  the  silvery  tones  of  Mr. 
Fabian,  as  that  gentleman  had,  not  five  minutes 
ago,  lamented  the  necessity  of  quitting  the  Old 
Deanery  for  the  purpose  of  conducting  mid-day 
service  at  St.  Chad's.  '^  But  didn't  I  hear  him 
say  something  about  the  people  of  the  Graham 
Street  chapel  being  a  nest  of  schismatics, 
and  the  Ebenezer  denomination  a  pernicious 
lieresy?     And  I  should  think  that  is  about  as 
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bitter  as  calliiicp  a  fellow  a  muff,  if  you  meant 
to  insinuate  anything  against  me  when  you 
talked  about  speaking  politely.  I  wonder  if  you 
know  what  a  muff  is  ?" 

"  Of  course  I  do.  It  is  something  you  put 
your  hands  in  to  keep  them  warm ;  and  I  don't 
see  any  resemblance  at  all  between  that  and  Mr. 
Fabian." 

And  Roda  tried  to  look  very  scornful.  How 
ridiculous  of  Alec  to  talk  in  such  a  way  !  But 
Alec  only  laughed. 

"  Bless  its  dear  little  heart !  what  a  great  deal 
it  knows  about  everything.  A  muff  isn't  any- 
thing of  the  sort,  Eoda.  A  muff  is  a  thing 
that  wants  to  be  a  man,  but  hasn't  the  making 
of  a  man  in  it.  And  according  to  that  defini- 
tion, Mr.  Fabian  is  a  muff — the  supremest  muff 
that  ever  was.  And  if  you  are  foolish  enough 
to  listen  to  his  fine  speeches,  and  to  be  led  away 
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by  him,  you  are  just  a  muff  feminine.  That  is 
what  you  are." 

And  Alec  looked  at  Eoda  as  much  as  to 
say, 

"  Now,  then,  what  do  you  think  of  that  f 

"  Alec,"  and  Roda  drew  herself  up,  never 
raising  her  eyes,  though,  from  her  work,  lest 
he  should  see  that  the  tears  were  shining  in 
them — "  Alec,  you  are  very  rude  to  talk  to  me 
in  that  way.  I  shall  do  just  as  I  like  about  Mr. 
Fabian." 

"  Oh  !  dear,  yes  !  Pray  do  just  as  you  like. 
You  would  be  worse  than  a  muff  if  you  did 
anything  you  didn't  like.  You  can  go  and 
confess  to  him,  if  you  choose— that  is,  provided 
they  have  got  to  such  a  length  in  the  fashion- 
able church  of  St.  Chad's.  Oh  !  can't  I  just 
fancy  him,  bending  his  splendid  Antinous  of  a 
head   over  his    penitent   daughter — of   course, 
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they  are  all  daucrhters  there — and  giving  her 
his  absolution  from  all  her  sins,  chief  amongst 
them  that  of  being  kind  to  her  old  friends.  I 
don't  think,  though,  that  you  will  have  a  very 
heavy  account  in  that  direction,  Roda." 

Roda  stitched  away  most  industriously  at  the 
slipper  she  was  working  for  her  papa.  It  was 
a  favourite  pattern  of  his,  representing  a  fox's 
head  and  two  brushes.  Alec  looked  at  her  for 
a  while  in  silence.  If  there  had  been  a  touch 
of  sadness  upon  her  face,  he  could  have  asked 
her  to  forgive  him  for  his  bitter  words ;  he 
eould  have  asked  her  if  she  had  not  a  little  bit 
of  tenderness  left  for  him  even  yet,  though  she 
had  given  all  the  rest  to  Mr.  Fabian.  But  she 
only  looked  very  hard  and  cold,  and  her  lips 
were  drawn  down  into  anything  but  a  loveable 
expression,  so  different  to  what  he  had  seen 
there  before.     He  determined  to  go  on  a  httle 
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longer  in  the  same  track.  There  was  a  sort  of 
desperate  pleasure  in  vexing  her,  now  that  she 
had  Mr.  Fabian's  love  to  make  up  to  her  for  it. 
If  Alec  had  been  as  magnanimous  as  most  of 
the  heroes  in  story-books,  he  would  have 
rejoiced  in  Roda's  happiness,  even  though  it 
Avere  purchased  at  the  expense  of  his  own. 
His  great  love  for  her  would  have  contented 
itself  in  the  thought  that  she  was  content.  To 
have  known  that  her  life  was  full-rounded  in  its 
joy,  would  have  taken  away  the  sharpest  sting 
from  his  own  loss.  But  Alec  was  not  entirely 
magnanimous.  He  was  only  an  ordinary  mortal, 
with  a  great  many  ugly  discolouring  veins 
crossing  the  white  marble  of  his  nature  in  all 
directions.  He  loved  Roda  very  much,  and  he 
wanted  her  for  himself.  He  could  have  spent 
his  whole  life  in  trying  to  make  her  happy,  if 
she  belonged  to  him  ;  but  it  vexed  him  to  think 
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that  anyone  besides  himself  had  the  power  to 
make  her  happy.  And  perhaps,  if  the  person 
who  had  that  to  do  failed  in  the  doing  of  it, 
Alec  would  scarcely  have  felt  so  sorry  as  he 
ouo-ht  to  have  felt  for  the  difference  it  w^ould 
make  to  Eoda.  At  least,  that  was  his  state  of 
mind  just  after  !Mr.  Fabian  had  gone  away. 

"Is  that  cushion  for  the  Gospeller  or  the 
Epistoler?"  he  asked,  very  demurely,  glancing 
at  the  work  over  which  Roda  pretended  to  be 
so  busy. 

"  It  is  not  a  cushion  at  all,"  said  Roda.  "  It 
is  a  sHpper  for  papa." 

"  Oh  I  I  beg  pardon.  I  saw  you  were  work- 
ing the  head  of  a  fox  upon  it,  and  so  I  thought 
you  might  intend  it  to  symbolize  some  of  the 
St.  Chad's  functionaries,  symbolism  being  nine- 
tenths  of  their  rehgion.  I  think,  Roda,  you 
might  suggest  something  of    the   kind  to  this 
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Mrs.  Dexter  of  yours.  A  fox's  head,  you 
know,  would  be  such  a  very  novel,  and  elegant, 
and  suitable  design  for  this  piece  of  ecclesiasti- 
cal knick-knackery,  about  which  she  requests 
the  favour  of  your  exquisite  taste." 

Roda  looked  up  at  him  for  a  moment — just 
long  enough  to  note  that  there  was  an  expres- 
sion of  great  bitterness  behind  all  the  irony  in 
his  face.  But  she  did  not  say  anything,  only 
stitched  away  more  industriously  than  ever  at 
the  fox's  brush.  She  was  rather  glad  to  have 
seen  the  look  of  bitterness.  If  there  had  been 
nothing  but  pleasant  irony,  it  would  have 
shown  that  her  hold  upon  him  was  relaxing. 
So  long  as  she  could  reach  him  in  any  way, 
though  only  to  vex  him,  it  was  better  than 
being  thrust  quite  apart  from  him. 

Then  there  was  a  long  silence.  Alec  took 
his  hands  out  of  his  pockets,  and  pretended  to 


Alecs  Bride.  73 

be  absorbed  in  the  cataloorue  of  the  books  in 
the  Minster  library.  Judging  from  the  look  of 
his  face,  he  did  not  find  the  study  particularly 
agreeable  ;  but  when  people  are  searching  for 
something  which  they  cannot  find,  they  do  not 
always  put  on  their  sweetest  expression.  Roda 
worked  on  resolutely.  She  was  determined 
again  that  she  would  not  be  the  first  to  speak. 
Alec  should  take  the  lead  himself,  even  if  he 
said  nothing  but  unpleasant  things. 

Oh !  how  different  this  from  the  coming  home 
which  she  had  pictured  to  herself  so  often. 
What  a  weariness  it  would  be,  far  worse  than 
downright  solitude,  to  drag  through  day  after 
day  in  this  way ;  to  keep  seeing  Alec,  and 
having  to  talk  to  him,  and  behave  politely  to 
him,  and  appear  to  her  papa  and  Aunt  Phillis 
as  if  nothing  was  the  matter,  whilst  all  the  time 
they  were   getting   further   and   fm'ther    away 
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from  each  other — oh !  how  much  further  than 
if  he  had  never  come  back  again  !  It  would  be 
just  miserable.  But  then,  Roda  thouc^ht,  even 
if  he  had  forgotten  her,  and  found  somebody 
else  to  love,  he  need  not  speak  in  that  cold, 
rude  way.  He  need  not  be  actually  unkind. 
He  might,  at  any  rate,  behave  to  her  as  he 
would  behave  to  any  other  lady,  who  was 
nothing  in  the  world  to  him. 

Unless — and  here  little  Miss  Roda  bit  her 
lips  until  the  blood  almost  came — unless  he  in- 
tended to  make  her  understand  in  this  way  that 
she  was  to  give  over  thinking  anything  about 
him.  It  would  be  rather  awkward  for  him  to 
tell  her  so  in  actual  words,  and  so  perhaps  he 
took  this  way  of  saying  it.  If  that  was  what  he 
meant,  and  she  did  not  know  what  else  he  could 
mean,  she  would  just  flirt  a  little  more  violently 
with  Mr.  Fabian,  and  that  would  convince  him 
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better  than  anything  else  that  she  was  not  trying 
to  keep  her  place  in  a  heart  that  had  so  soon 
tired  of  her.  She  could  match  him,  even  yet. 
If  he  was  cold,  she  would  be  gay ;  if  he  was 
rude,  she  would  be  flippant.  Whatever  it  cost 
her,  she  was  determined  to  keep  her  suffering  to 
herself. 

But  she  did  not  think  it  could  have  been  so 
bitter  to  feel  herself  forgotten.  She  had  never 
known  anything  in  all  her  life  like  this  dull, 
heavy  sense  of  pain,  this  something  that  she 
could  not  fight  against,  and  strike,  and  conquer. 
To  sit  there  so  still  and  quiet,  pretending  not 
to  know  or  feel  that  anything  was  the  matter, 
yet  with  this  dead  weight  upon  her  all  the  time, 
was  almost  unendurable.  She  longed  to  have  it 
out  with  him.  Not  to  reproach  him  with  having 
been  untrue,  for  that  would  have  implied  that 
she  had  expected  him  to  be  true,  that  she  had. 
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as  it  were,  given  him  something  \Yhich  he  had 
not  cared  to  cherish,  and  the  very  last  tiling  in 
the  world  that  Roda  meant  to  do  now  was  to 
let  Alec  suspect  that  she  had  ever  cared  for  him 
at  all.  Almost  any  suffering  would  be  better 
than  for  him  to  suspect  that.  Not  to  reproach 
him,  then,  but  just  to  have  satisfaction. 

"Alec,  rij  fight,  if  you  will!"  She  could 
have  said  that  to  him,  and  then  put  out  all  her 
little  strength  and  struggled  right  desperately 
with  him.  Even  if  he  conquered,  they  should 
at  least  know  that  they  were  enemies.  Now 
she  did  not  know  what  they  were.  She  could 
neither  hate  him  nor  love  him,  nor  feel  in- 
different to  him,  and  yet  she  wanted  to  do  all 
the  three  things  at  once.  It  was  just  the  deep 
sea  of  her  love,  tossing  about  in  its  restlessness ; 
and  these  longing,  lingering,  yearning  thoughts 
were  like  the  fair  sea-flowers,  torn  up  from  their 
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roots,  and  cast  at  her  feet,  to  show  how  far  down 
the  storm  had  gone. 

Alec  was  thinking,  too,  as  he  pondered  over 
the  leaves  of  the  library  catalogue.  It  had  been 
a  very  bitter  morning  for  him.  If  he  had  any 
doubts  the  night  before,  he  had  none  now.  Yet 
he  must  not  be  too  hard  upon  her.  She  was 
only  a  child  when  they  parted  before.  She  did 
not  know  how  deeply  she  could  stir  his  heart. 
She  did  not  know,  either,  how  hard  it  was  for 
him,  when  once  he  got  hold  of  anything,  to  let 
it  go  from  him  again.  All  those  months  of  hard 
toil  at  Frankfort  had  cost  him  less  than  the  last 
twelve  hours.  He  would  sooner  live  them  all 
over  than  have  to  learn  again  for  the  first  time 
that  the  little  girl  he  had  worked  so  patiently 
for,  and  waited  so  long  for,  and  held  to  his  heart 
so  closely,  had  gone  away  and  left  him,  had 
given  her  love  to  someone  else. 
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And  to  someone  who  was  not  worthy  of  it, 
either.  If  at  times  he  had  a  touch  of  evil  satis- 
faction in  the  thought  that  she  would  find  out 
her  mistake  before  long,  he  tried  to  thrust  that 
away  from  him,  and  take  the  sadder,  but  more 
wholesome  pain,  of  knowing  that  this  curled 
darling  of  a  young  curate  could  never  make  a 
safe  warm  shelter  for  the  loving  little  heart 
which  had  been  trusted  to  him.  He  was  just 
smitten  with  her  pretty  face,  or  perhaps  with 
her  pretty  fortune ;  and  when  the  fortune  was 
once  safe  in  his  coffers,  and  the  pretty  face  had 
begun  to  lose  its  freshness,  poor  Koda  would 
have  to  content  herself  with  the  mere  outside 
show  of  a  love  which  had  never  been  much 
more  than  that. 

;Mr.  Fabian  was  not  a  man,  Alec  was  quite 
sure  he  was  not,  who  could  have  a  real,  true 
lasting  love  for  any  woman.     He  could  tell  that 
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from  the  looks  of  his  face,  and  the  tones  of  his 
voice,  and  the  studied  deference  of  his  manner, 
put  on  to  hide  that  contemptuous  indifference 
which  was  his  natural  attitude  towards  all 
women.  He  might  have  chivalry  enough  in  his 
manner,  he  had  none  in  his  heart ;  and  Koda 
would  have  to  find  that  out  before  she  had  known 
him  much  longer. 

Thus  far  Alec  had  judged  of  Marcus  Fabian 
during  his  morning  call  at  the  Old  Deanery. 
Perhaps,  when  they  knew  each  other  better, 
he  would  not  have  much  reason  to  alter  his 
opinion.  And  this  was  the  man  that  Roda  had 
taken  up  with.  Well,  there  was  one  comfort. 
If  she  really  cared  for  ]\Ir.  Fabian,  and  that  she 
defended  him  so  energetically  would  seem  to 
imply  that  she  did,  then  she  could  never  have 
been  the  girl  to  content  himself.  He  had  been 
deceived  by  her  airy,  fairy  brightness.     He  had 
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taken  that  impetuous  eaojerness  of  hers  for  the 
outcome  of  a  noble,  generous  spirit,  when  in 
reality  it  was  but  the  frothiness  of  youth, 
settling  down  afterwards  into  nothing  but  flat 
insipidity.  She  was  one  of  those  pretty, 
piquant,  fascinating  little  creatures,  who  do 
very  well  to  play  with  whilst  they  are  in  their 
teens — no  longer.  When  the  freshness  of  girl- 
hood is  past,  they  "  go  squash,"  sink  into  vapid, 
meaningless  women,  with  neither  soul  nor  spirit 
in  them ;  fit  only  to  dance  and  dress,  and  make 
calls  and  talk  gossip,  and  be  the  wives  of  men 
as  good  for  nothing  as  themselves.  It  was  per- 
haps quite  as  well  that  Mr.  Fabian  should  find 
this  out,  instead  of  himself. 

Alec  shut  up  his  book. 

"  Roda.*' 

"  Yes." 

"  You  remember  those  days  when  I  was  here 
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before,  and  we  used  to  run  races  in  the  garden. 
Before  I  went  away  to  Frankfort,  you  know, 
that  morning.  They  were  pleasant  days,  were 
they  not  ?" 

Ah !  how  Roda's  heart  sprung  up  to  give  a 
joyous  yes  to  that.  Truly  they  ivere  pleasant 
days — the  best  of  all  her  life.  Was  he  then 
going  to  speak  more  kindly  to  her  now,  that  he 
bade  her  think  of  those  days  when  they  used  to 
be  so  happy  together  ?  Had  she  been  judging 
him  rashly?  Had  he  not  quite  forgotten? 
Was  he  going  to  say  something  to  take  away 
the  sting  of  his  cold,  bitter  words  before  ?  But 
it  would  not  do  to  tell  him  how  she  remembered 
those  days,  which  he  mentioned  a  little  too 
carelessly  even  yet.  She  must  not  let  him  know 
that  they  made  the  brightest  memory  of  her 
life,  that  she  would  give  all  Mr.  Fabian's 
flattery  and  fine  speeches  for  just  one  of  them 
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again.  It  would  be  very  foolish  of  her  to  let 
him  see  that  she  was  cherishing  the  thought 
of  them  as  something  dear  and  precious,  when 
perhaps  he  had  given  over  thinking  of  them  in 
that  way  himself.  So,  though  a  whole  world 
of  sweet  hopes  was  nestling  in  her  heart,  she 
only  said,  just  as  if  she  were  giving  a  common- 
place answer  to  a  common-place  question — 

"Yes,  I  remember  them.  They  were  very 
pleasant  days." 

Alec  looked  at  her,  and  she  felt  he  was  look- 
ing; but  she  would  not  look  at  him,  lest  her 
own  face  should  tell  too  much.  She  only  went 
on  stitching  as  though  her  life  depended  on  the 
finishing  of  that  fox's  brush  before  nightfall. 

Alec  was  disappointed.  He  thought  perhaps 
there  might  have  been  one  bright  glance  for  the 
past,  just  one  smile,  to  show  that  she  had  not 
quite   forgotten   it.     But    no,    only   that    quiet 
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answer — "  I  remember  them.  They  were  very 
pleasant  days." 

So  he  thought  he  might  as  well  go  on  with 
the  remark  which  he  had  prepared,  in  case  his 
appeal  should  meet  with  no  response. 

"And  I  have  been  thinking,  Roda,  that  we 
were  a  couple  of  simpletons  to  do  as  we  did  then. 
Don't  you  think  so  too  ?" 

Poor  Roda  !  So  it  had  come  to  that  at  last. 
They  had  been  a  couple  of  simpletons  to  pro- 
mise to  love  and  care  for  each  other.  Well, 
perhaps  they  had.  At  any  rate,  the  wisest  plan 
was  to  seem  to  think  they  had.  If  it  required 
some  self-control  to  keep  the  rippling  smile  from 
breaking  out  a  moment  ago,  it  required  veiy 
much  more  now  to  stifle  the  rising  sobs,  and 
to  hold  back  the  tears  which  were  gathering 
under  her  downcast  eyelids.  However,  she  was 
determined  not  to  give  way.     She  mustered  up 
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all  her  couraore,  and  said,  apparently  as  calmly 
as  before — 

"  Yes.  I  suppose  we  ivet^e  a  couple  of 
simpletons." 

And  then,  as  if  she  thought  she  had  not  been 
quite  emphatic  enough,  and  that  possibly  Alec 
might  have  detected  some  lingering  regret  in 
her  tones,  she  said  with  a  hurried  earnestness 
which,  had  he  been  half  so  clever  as  he  thought 
he  was,  he  might  have  known  was  only  as- 
sumed, to  hide  a  deeper  feeling  beneath. 

"Yes;  I  suppose — I  am  quite  sure  we  were  a 
couple  of  simpletons." 

"  Ah  !  I  thought  you  would  say  so.  I  didn't 
suppose  you  ever  cared  very  much  about  it." 

He  put  his  hands  into  his  pockets  again,  and 
sauntered  out  of  the  room.  A  minute  or  two 
afterwards  Roda  heard  him  slam  the  front  door 
after  him. 
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She  did  not  know  that  he  walked  straight 
across  the  Close  to  the  Minster,  and  began  run- 
ning as  fast  as  he  could  up  and  down  the  little 
narrow  stair  which  led  to  the  top  of  the  tower.  It 
was  a  dirty,  unsafe,  winding  ascent,  with  a 
great  many  broken  or  shelving  steps  and  dark, 
unexpected  turns,  which  made  the  task  of  get- 
ting to  the  top  anything  but  pleasant.  And 
Alec  set  himself  to  it,  just  for  the  sake  of  work- 
ing off  the  impatience  and  pent-up  irritability, 
both  with  himself  and  Eoda,  which  were  fret- 
ting him  almost  to  desperation.  He  felt  that 
he  was  wrong,  and  she  was  wrong,  and  every- 
thing was  wrong,  and  the  whole  world  was  go- 
ing against  him,  and  it  was  no  use  caring  for 
anything  any  more,  or  trying  to  be  of  any  use 
to  anybody ;  for  all  his  hopes  and  all  his  happi- 
ness, and  all  his  success  and  all  his  efforts  to 
get  forward  w^ere  bound  up  in  Roda's  faithful-  . 
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ness  to  him  ;  and  when  that  cord  snapped,  away 
they  all  went,  and  he  did  not  care  if  they  never 
got  gathered  up  again.     He  should  never   get 
that  Governor-Generalship  now,  nor   any  other 
excellent   colonial  appointment,  nor  even   have 
spirit  enough  left  to   scrape  together   a   decent 
living  for  himself  or  anybody  belonging  to  liim. 
.The  whole   world    was  a    cheat,   all   the   men 
knaves,   all   the    women  false.     And  when    he 
got  for  the  sixth  time  to  the  top  of  the  little 
narrow  stair,  and  stepped  out  upon  the  tower 
leads,  he  thought  that  if  any  very  kind  friend — 
say  Mr.  Fabian — had  tapped  him  on  the  shoul- 
der, and  said,  "  If  you  please,  I  have   come  to 
throw  you  over  the  battlements,"  he  would  just 
have  buttoned  his   coat,  and  given    his   hat    a 
good  pull  down  over  liis  eyes,  and  said,  "All 
right.     I'm  ready — go  along." 

As  for  Roda,  when  she  heard  the  front  door 
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slam,  she  ran  upstairs  into  her  own  room,  and 
began  to  cry  as  if  her  heart  would  break.  So 
that  if  they  really  were  a  couple  of  simpletons  a 
year  and  a  half  ao;o,  it  was  very  doubtful 
whether  they  had  improved  much  during  the 
interval. 


ss 


CHAPTER  V. 

"QODA  went  across  next  evening  to  St. 
Ninian's  Lodge,  to  give  Mrs.  Dexter  her 
opinion  about  the  cushion.  Mr.  Fabian  hap- 
pened to  drop  in,  as  he  generally  did  when  there 
was  any  prospect  of  meeting  with  Miss  Mon- 
tagu. So  far  his  enterprise  had  been  most  suc- 
cessful. He  thought  he  might  almost  venture 
now  to  throw  out  his  grappling  irons  and  pro- 
pose terms  of  surrender.  Certainly  a  more 
comely  little  craft  was  never  overtaken  and 
towed  into  the  haven  of  matrimony,  nor  so  well 
packed  and  safely  insured   a  cargo  yielded  to 
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the  gallant  cruiser's  hand.  Marcus  felt  as  if  he 
could  not  be  thankful  enoucrh  to  his   sister  for 

o 

the  facilities  she  had  afforded  him  in  securing  a 
favourable  start,  and  distancing  the  other  craft, 
which  had  been  for  some  time  tacking  about 
in  the  offing,  waiting  for  a  fair  wind  to  spread 
their  sails  and  give  chase. 

They  might  give  chase  now,  if  they  liked, 
but  they  could  not  overtake  him.  The  prize 
was  his,  and  that  they  yielded  it  to  him  was 
evident  enough  from  the  respectful  distance 
which  they  kept.  Even  this  new  foreign  cruiser 
which  had  lately  hove  in  sight,  and  whose  repu- 
tation for  swift  sailing  might  make  its  captain  a 
somewhat  dangerous  rival,  had  seemed  to  under- 
stand the  position  of  affairs  :  and  now,  with  an- 
chors dropped  and  sails  reefed,  showed  not  the 
faintest  indication  of  pursuit — not  even  so  much 
as  the  pointing  of  a  telescope  or  the  hanging 
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out  of  a  siprnal.  Clearly  he  had  nothhig  to  do 
but  go  on  and  take  possession. 

Of  course,  when  the  visit  was  over,  Mr. 
Fabian  placed  himself  at  Miss  Montagu's  disposal 
to  escort  her  across  the  Close.  That  was  the 
very  purpose  for  which  he  had  dropped  in,  that 
he  might  have  an  excuse  for  taking  her  home, 
and  spending  an  hour  or  two  at  the  Old  Deanery ; 
making  a  few  more  observations,  too,  perhaps, 
on  the  strange  craft,  and  still  further  assuring 
himself  that^no  danger  was  to  be  apprehended  in 
that  direction. 

But  Eoda  was  not  disposed  to  parade  her 
new  conquest  before  Alec  again  to-night.  She 
felt  too  thoroughly  sad  to  care  for  setting  him 
at  defiance  now.  Perhaps,  after  a  while,  when 
she  had  got  over  the  first  bitterness  of  her  dis- 
appointment, she  might  begin  to  struggle  and 
chafe  afresh ;  now  she  was  too  weary  for  either. 
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She  felt  sometliing  like  Alec.  She  did  not  care 
for  anything  or  anybody.  She  only  wished  she 
could  lie  down  in  some  quiet,  out-of-the-way 
place,  and  sleep  away  all  the  rest  of  her  life,  no 
one  hearing  of  her,  or  knowing  about  her  any 
more. 

So  she  made  an  excuse,  when  Mr.  Fabian 
offered  his  services,  and  said  that  she  wanted  to 
call  in  St.  Ulplms  Court  to  see  Miss  Govan. 
She  thought  that  if  she  went  there,  he  would  be 
obliged  to  leave  her  at  the  door,  and  then  she 
could  come  quietly  home  alone.  But  even  to 
St.  Ulphus  Court  Mr.  Fabian  would  not  allow 
her  to  go  without  an  escort,  and  offering  her  his 
arm  they  set  out  together  across  the  Close,  in 
the  opposite  direction  from  the  Old  Deanery. 

When  they  reached  the  house.  Miss  Govan 
was  not  at  home.  She  had  gone  out,  but  Margot 
could  not  tell  where. 
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Mr.  Fabian's  arm  was  ready  again.  Fortune 
favoured  him  to-night.  He  should  still  get  that 
snug  hour  at  the  Old  Deanery,  and  give  young 
Tanson  to  understand  the  nature  of  his  position 
in  the  family. 

But  Koda  beat  him  again. 

"  No,  thank  you,"  she  said,  "  I  will  go  in  and 
sit  a  little  while  with  Mrs.  Govan.  Marian  is 
sure  not  to  be  very  long." 

Mr.  Fabian  bowed. 

But  might  he  not  call  for  her,  at  some  time 
that  she  should  appoint  ? 

No ;  Roda  did  not  wish  to  give  him  the 
trouble  of  doing  that.  She  was  not  afraid  of 
going  home  alone,  or,  if  she  was,  !Margot  would 
walk  with  her ;  Margot  was  always  ready  to  do 
that  when  she  had  to  cross  the  Close  at  night. 
And  besides,  she  did  not  know  exactly  how  long 
she  might  have  to  stay.     She  would  rather  not 
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trespass  upon  Mr.  Fabian's  kindness  any  fur- 
ther. 

Mr.  Fabian  bowed  again  and  took  his  depar- 
ture, feeling  somewhat  disappointed.  For  he 
had  been  turning  over  in  his  own  mind  the 
possibihty  of  proposing  terms  of  surrender  as 
they  walked  arm  in  arm  across  the  quiet  Close, 
in  the  starlight  of  that  January  night.  And  if 
the  momentous  question  had  not  been  asked  by 
the  time  they  reached  the  Old  Deanery,  there 
was  still  the  garden,  sheltered  and  secluded, 
where  he  mio-ht  lincrer  unobserved  until  he  had 
pressed  and  gained  his  suit.  And  there  was 
just  a  touch,  too,  of  indifference  in  the  tone 
with  which  she  waived  his  offered  escort,  the 
first  escort  of  his  which  had  been  waived  by  any 
lady  since  he  came  to  Ulphusby.  Mr.  Fabian 
could  not  understand  it.  He  thought  he  must 
consult  ^Irs.  Dexter  on  the  subject,  and  accord- 
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ingly  he  bent  his  steps  once  more  towards 
St.  Ninian's  Lodge,  a  more  crestfallen  if  not 
a  wiser  man  than  when  he  left  it,  ten  minutes 
before. 

Eoda  did  not  stay  long  at  the  old  house  in 
Ulphus  Court,  and  then  came  home  alone. 
She  found  that  Marian  had  only  just  left  the 
Old  Deanery,  Alec  having  gone  with  her  into 
the  town  for  some  errand  which  she  had  to 
attend  to  there.  She  did  not  much  care  to  see 
him  again,  so  with  a  plea  of  headache,  and  of 
making  up  the  rest  which  she  had  lost  at  Mrs. 
Falconer's  party,  she  went  up  to  her  own  room ; 
and  so  ended  a  week  which,  for  its  strange  con- 
trasts of  joy  and  sorrow,  seemed  to  have  added 
years  to  her  life. 

Marian  had  come,  as  usual,  to  have  a  little 
strengthening  talk  with  Aunt  Phillis,  after  the 
toil  of  her  teachinfi^  was  over.     Life  was  still 
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wearing  on  its  slow,  even  round  with  her. 
There  were  still  the  same  duties,  the  same  home 
anxieties,  the  same  ministry  of  watchful  love 
for  the  mother  who  sometimes  seemed  as  though 
she  could  not  much  longer  need  it,  so  slowly,  yet 
surely,  was  the  silver  cord  being  loosed  from 
year  to  year. 

When  her  mother  was  gone,  Marian  would 
be  quite  alone.  She  had  ceased  to  think  of 
Avery  now  as  any  possible  stay  or  support  to 
them.  All  that  he  did — all  that  he  had  done 
for  some  months  past — was  to  draw  more 
tightly  around  her  that  pressure  of  anxiety 
which  was  fast  passing  into  actual  dread.  The 
thought  had  begun  to  shape  itself  in  her  mind 
that  he  might  before  long  be  not  only  a  care,  but 
a  disgrace  to  them.  There  had  been  a  loose, 
defiant  tone  about  his  letters  of  late.  He  had 
only  asked  for  money  twice  since  he  took  that 
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twenty  pounds  back  with  him  at  Christmas,  to 
quiet  the  tradesmen,  as  he  said,  who  were 
pressing  their  accounts ;  but  he  never  sent 
them  word  of  anything  that  he  was  doing  in 
his  profession  ;  neither  did  he  tell  them  of  any 
more  invitations  to  the  first-rate  families  who 
had  welcomed  him  so  very  cordially  when  first 
he  went  to  London,  and  w^hose  patronage  was 
to  do  such  great  things  for  him.  Marian  had 
written  once  or  twice  for  some  more  explicit 
information  about  his  prospects,  and  in  her  last 
letter  she  proposed  going  up  to  see  him  for  a 
day  or  two,  during  the  Easter  holidays,  when 
she  should  be  able  to  get  away  from  her  pupils. 
She  thought  it  would  perhaps  be  a  comfort  to 
him  to  have  some  one  whom  he  could  consult, 
and  to  whom  he  could  explain  his  embarrass- 
ments, if  he  had  any,  better  than  by  writing. 
Also,   there  was  the   difficulty  of  keeping  the 
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letters  from  ^Slrs.  Govan.  She  was  always 
inquiring  about  him,  and  sometimes  she  did  not 
appear  exactly  satisfied  if  Marian  only  told  her 
the  contents  of  Avery's  letters,  without  letting 
her  read  them  for  herself.  To  have  shown 
them  to  her,  and  so  to  have  burdened  her  mind 
with  the  sad  story  of  failure  and  misused  oppor- 
tunities which  they  revealed,  would  have  taken 
away  the  little  comfort  she  had  in  life,  would, 
perhaps,  have  crushed  out  that  life  altogether. 
So  Marian  thought  that  if  she  could  go  herself, 
and  just  have  one  day's  quiet  conversation  with 
her  brother,  she  might  be  able  to  comfort  him 
a  little,  and  learn  what  help  he  needed,  and 
what  difficulties  he  had  to  contend  with,  and 
then  cheer  their  mother  by  telling  her  the  bright 
side  of  what  she  had  heard. 

But  when  she  proposed  that  visit  to  London, 
Avery   wrote    back    directly    to    say    that    she 
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had  better  give  it  up.  He  did  not  think,  he 
said,  that  he  could  make  her  comfortable  in  his 
rooms — though  he  had  remarked,  when  first 
he  went,  how  very  convenient  they  were — 
and  the  sort  of  life  he  was  obliged  to  lead  there 
would  not  be  exactly  to  her  taste.  Marian 
could  not  see  why  the  life  of  a  man  who  was 
labouring  honestly  to  get  his  own  living  should 
be  unfit  for  her  to  share  ;  or  why,  if  straitened 
poverty  was  its  only  drawback,  she  should  not 
have  the  sad  privilege  of  knowing  how  scant 
the  fare,  and  how  humble  the  home  with  which 
he  had  to  content  himself ;  but  she  said  no 
more  about  going  to  visit  him.  She  thought 
he  mi^ht  shrink  from  lettinc^  even  his  sister  see 
the  mean,  uncomfortable  style  in  which  he  was 
obliged  to  live,  that  he  might  pay  his  way,  and 
give  to  all  their  due. 

In  his  next  letter  he  mentioned  the  proba- 
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bility  of  his  going  on  the  Continent,  to  try  his 
fortunes  there.  Paris,  he  said,  was  a  likely 
place  for  a  fellow  to  get  on  in,  especially  a 
fellow  who  knew  a  little  of  the  world,  and  was 
up  to  one  or  two  of  its  dodges — Avery  had 
talked  rather  largely  of  late  about  being  up  to 
the  various  dodges  of  the  world — and  had  push 
and  pluck  enough  to  ride  over  the  heads  of 
other  people.  There  was  nothing  to  be  done 
in  the  way  of  success,  he  said,  unless  you  made 
up  your  mind  to  ride  over  the  heads  of  other 
people,  take  advantage  of  them,  get  to  know 
their  weak  points,  and  then  act  accordingly. 
London  was  slow — too  slow  for  him.  There 
was  nothing  doing  in  it.  The  season  was  flat, 
and  the  publishers  stingy  in  coming  up  to  his 
prices,  and  the  public  had  not  given  him  a  very 
favourable  reception  when  he  tried  his  hand  at 
one  or  two  concerts.     And  besides,  he  had  had 
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a  run  of  ill-luck  lately,  and  a  set  of  fellows  he 
had  got  amongst  had  been  rather  troublesome 
to  him. 

"  In  fact,  Marian,"  he  wrote,  "  between  you 
and  me,  I  think  I  shall  be  better  out  of  the  way. 
I've  got  a  notion  of  going  over  to  Paris,  a  fellow 
hasn't  to  mind  his  proprieties  so  much  there, 
and  perhaps  I  shall  be  able  to  raise  the  wind 
easier  there  than  in  London.  I  shan't  send  you 
my  address,  because,  you  see,  I  want  to  keep 
dark  just  at  present.  It  might  turn  out  awk- 
ward for  me  if  people  got  to  know  where  I  was. 
If  anybody  asks,  just  you  say  that  I'm  studying 
in  Paris,  and  you  can  give  them  any  address 
you  like,  but  tell  them  I'm  going  to  remove,  so 
that  it  won't  be  any  use  writing  to  me.  Of 
course  I  shan't  bother  you  very  much  with  my 
correspondence,  but  you  may  take  it  for  granted 
that   I'm    alive  until  you  hear  that  I'm  dead. 


Alecs  Biide,  101 

Make  up  some  sort  of  story  about  me,  if  you 
can,  that  won't  trouble  mother.  As  for  yourself, 
you  know  I  should  never  have  got  started  in 
the  tracks  I'm  in  now,  if  it  hadn't  been  for  your 
dragging  me  to  Ulphusby,  and  letting  us  all 
down  so  with  that  teaching  of  yours.  So  no  more 
at  present  from  your  affectionate  brother  Avery." 

After  that  Marian  hoped  no  more.  Hence- 
forth Avery's  was  a  name  to  be  left  as  much  as 
possible  unspoken,  or  spoken  only  in  her  prayers, 
when  she  could  pour  forth  all  the  longing  and 
all  the  sadness  which  must  belong  to  it  now. 
Meekly  as  she  had  taken  qyqvj  other  trouble  in 
her  life,  she  took  this,  the  last,  the  greatest.  It 
was  a  trouble  in  which  no  one  could  give  her 
any  help,  in  which  that  sympathy  which  lightens 
almost  every  other  pain  could  neither  be  asked 
nor  offered. 

It   was  not  a  sudden  blow.     She   had  long 
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been  teaching  herself  to  think  of  Avery's  failure 
in  life  as  one  of  the  things  she  might  at  some 
time  have  to  bear.  It  left  no  visible  blank  in 
her  life ;  it  called  for  no  outward  mourning.  It 
was  one  of  those  graves,  unmarked  by  monument 
or  word  of  praise  for  the  dead,  of  which  some  are 
to  be  found  in  most  human  lives,  and  over 
which  only  unseen  tears  can  be  w^ept.  Yet  she 
had  done  what  she  could.  She  had  been  loving 
and  faithful.  Whatever  bitter  words  he  might 
say  to  her,  her  own  heart  told  her  that  she  had 
always  been  true  to  him.  Now,  froai  no  fault 
of  hers,  her  love  had  been  put  back,  her  faith- 
fulness had  failed  to  do  its  work  of  healing  and 
comfort.  She  could,  in  whatever  sorrow  Avery 
wrought  for  her,  still  hold  to  the  thought  that 
it  had  arisen  from  no  wrong-doing  of  her  own. 
And  no  sorrow^  of  which  that  can  be  said  is  alto- 
gether hopeless. 
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Marian  had  not  had  this  letter  many  days 
when  she  called  at  the  Old  Deanery,  the  second 
night  after  Alec's  arrival  there.  She  came  to 
ask  Mss  Chickory  if  she  knew  of  any  students 
who  would  be  likely  to  want  rooms  during  the 
next  college  term.  She  had  advertised  once  or 
twice  in  the  LTphushy  Chronicle,  but  no  applica- 
tion had  been  made  in  reply.  Most  likely  the 
number  of  students  was  less  than  usual,  so  small 
that  the  college  chambers  would  be  sufficient  for 
their  accommodation ;  and  in  that  case  she  must 
try  to  get  her  rooms  occupied  by  some  other 
means,  for  she  could  not  yet  afford  to  relinquish 
the  sum  which  the  letting  of  them  brought  in. 
Avery  had  never  said  anything  about  refunding 
the  hundred  pounds  which  he  took  out  of  their 
little  capital  when  he  went  to  London  five 
months  ago.  Since  then  he  had  made  two  or 
three  draughts  upon  Marian's  always  scanty  re- 
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sources,  so  that  she  was  obliged  to  work  harder 
than  ever  with  school-teaching  and  music- 
lessons,  to  meet  the  needful  expenses  of  the 
household ;  to  say  nothing  of  having  a  few 
pounds  laid  by  for  that  unpaid  doctor's  bill, 
which  must  by  this  time  have  run  on  to  a  very 
formidable  length. 

Now  there  was  another  anxiety  pressing  upon 
her.  She  feared,  nay,  she  much  more  than 
feared,  she  felt  certain  that  Avery  had  left 
London  in  consequence  of  some  debts,  which 
made  it  inconvenient  and  unsafe  for  him  to 
remain  there.  It  was  the  beginning  of  this  em- 
barrassment, she  suspected,  which  made  him  so 
irritable  and  restless  when  he  came  down  to  see 
them  at  Christmas.  All  his  easy,  confident, 
careless  manner  of  speaking  about  his  prospects 
had  passed  away  then.  He  seemed  to  have  got 
into    quite    a    different    atmosphere.       Instead 
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of  being  glad  that  she  should  seem  interested  in 
his  pursuits,  or  inquire  after  his  success,  he  put 
her  off  with  vague,  unsatisfactory  answers,  or 
flatly  resented  Avhat  he  termed  her  inquisitive- 
ness.  A  fellow's  concerns  and  companions 
must  be  let  alone,  he  said,  and  not  perpetually 
pried  into  and  turned  over,  if  his  friends  meant 
him  to  get  on.  It  wasn't  likely  he  would  stand 
being  asked  questions  like  a  child,  and  having 
to  give  an  account  of  his  money  and  his  debts, 
and  his  position  and  his  prospects,  just  as  if  he 
was  not  able  to  look  after  himself  and  mind  his 
own  business.  He  did  not  mean  to  put  up  with 
that  sort  of  thing  any  longer.  He  had  gone  to 
London  on  purpose  to  be  out  of  the  way  of  it, 
and  if  Marian  thought  she  was  going  to  follow 
him  up  with  it  there,  it  was  time  she  found  out 
her  mistake. 

After   that   j^Iarian  did  let  him   alone.     At 
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least,  she  asked  no  questions  which  could  lead 
him  to  think  that  she  had  any  misgiving  as  to 
his  industry  and  perseverance.  She  only  de- 
prived herself  of  one  comfort  after  another,  and 
drew  her  expenses  within  stricter  limits,  and 
considered  the  possibility  of  accommodating 
an  extra  lodger,  in  order  to  supply  him  with  the 
money  which  he  needed,  just  to  keep  him  afloat, 
he  said,  until  things  began  to  look  up  a  little. 
And  now  that  he  had  ceased  these  demands,  and 
had  taken  himself  out  of  the  reach  of  anything 
that  she  could  do  for  him  in  the  matter  of  per- 
sonal help,  she  still  felt  that  the  need  of  toil 
was  not  diminished,  but  rather  increased.  The 
little  he  had  told  her  about  his  sudden  flight 
to  Paris,  the  hints  he  had  dropped  about  keep- 
ing dark  there,  convinced  her  that  he  had  not 
gone  away  honestly,  that  perhaps  some  people 
who  could  ill  afford  to  lose  by  him,  were  cursing 
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him  in  their  hearts  now,  for  the  fraud  and  im- 
position he  had  practised  upon  them  ;  that  away 
in  a  foreign  land  he  was  hiding  his  head  from 
disgrace  or  infamy,  which  she  might  possibly, 
by  much  painful  labour  and  saving,  wipe  away. 
For  his  sake,  and  for  those  who  had  suffered  by 
him,  she  felt  there  was  no  rest  for  her  until  she 
had  cleared  his  name  from  any  blot  which 
rested  on  it  now,  and  given  him  the  right  to 
come  back  again  to  his  native  land  without 
being  afraid  to  look  any  man  in  the  face. 

Of  course  she  could  not  tell  all  this  to  Miss 
Chickory.  She  could  only,  when  that  kind- 
hearted,  unsuspecting  old  lady  inquired  con- 
cerning Avery's  prospects,  give  a  vague,  general 
reply,  that  she  hoped  he  would  succeed  by-and- 
by,  that  he  had  had  many  hindrances  to  struggle 
against,  which  had  made  him  rather  lose  courage, 
and  not  get  on  quite  as  well  as   they  could  have 
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expected.  And  that  now  he  had  gone  to  Paris — 
poor  Marian's  heart  almost  failed  her  when  she 
came  to  that — to  try  if  he  could  succeed  better 
there.  Paris,  she  said,  was  a  place  where,  music 
being  more  sought  into  and  cultivated,  he  might 
perhaps  find  a  readier  field  for  the  exercise  of 
his  talents. 

"Yes,  my  dear,  yes.  Pm  sure  I  hope  he 
will,"  said  Miss  Chickory,  who  never  gave  up 
her  trust  in  anyone's  good  deservings  until 
there  was  not  a  rag  of  it  left  to  cling  to.  "  You 
must  give  him  time,  you  know,  and  have  pa- 
tience; and  though  perhaps  things  do  look  a 
little  dark  just  at  first,  still  all  may  be  well  by- 
and-by.  Why,  my  dear,  as  I  told  you  before, 
at  two-and-twenty  the  Doctor  had  not  a  sixpence 
to  bless  himself  with,  except  what  his  father 
gave  him ;  unless  perhaps  he  might  scrape  a 
little  together  by  teaching — 1  am  sure  I  cannot 
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say  whether  he  did  or  not — and  look  where  he 
is  now/' 

And  Aunt  Phillis  rubbed  her  hands  cheerily, 
as  though  Avery's  success  in  life  were  a  thing 
that  only  had  to  be  waited  patiently  for,  like  a 
good  colonial  appointment  by  anyone  who  has 
a  friend  at  court ;  or  a  snug  living  by  a  person 
who  has  purchased  its  reversion.  That  guileless 
confidence  of  hers  saved  her  many  an  anxiety. 
She  was  one  of  the  sweet,  trustful,  loving  souls, 
who  measure  the  good  intentions  of  others  by 
their  own,  and  give  everyone  else  credit  for  as 
much  honesty  and  good  faith  as  they  themselves 
are  willing  to  put  forth.  And  if  a  blessing 
waits  yet  for  those  who,  unlike  the  wavering 
disciple  of  old,  seeing  not,  do  believe,  then  Aunt 
Phillis  surely  should  not  miss  it. 

But  Alec  came  into  the  room  just  then,  and  so 
no  more  was  said  about  Avery. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

A  LEG  did  not  feel  much  disposed  for  talking, 
and  after  his  introduction  to  Miss  Govan, 
and  the  few  common-place  remarks  which  peo- 
ple generally  feel  called  upon  to  make  on  such 
occasions,  he  quietly  dropped  out  of  the  con- 
versation, and  began  to  occupy  himself  in 
looking  over  Dr.  Montagu's  collection  of  foreign 
photographs. 

But  though  he  felt  listless,  spiritless  enough, 
though  he  would  have  been  almost  offended 
with  anyone  who  should  venture  to  suggest  to 
him  that  he  could  ever  feel  any  interest  again 
in  the   society  of  his  own  kind,  he  was,  never- 
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theless,  in  that  exceptional  mood  when  the  mind 
cannot  help  takincr  in  every  passing  influence  ; 
when  it  is,  so  to  speak,  a  sensitized  plate,  un- 
consciously receiving  and  retaining  any  image 
which  chances  to  fall  upon  it.  He  appeared  to 
himself  incapable  of  caring  for  anything,  or 
feeling  a  single  impulse  of  kindness  toward  any- 
body, and  yet  at  the  close  of  that  evening  his 
whole  life  had  begun  to  assume  a  different 
aspect.  It  was  no  longer  the  entirely  aimless, 
dreary,  disappointed  thing  to  which  he  had  been 
trying  to  reconcile  himself  since  he  came  back  to 
Ulphusby. 

That  inconstancy  of  Roda's  had  torn  him 
away  very  roughly  from  his  old  moorings,  but 
the  better  part  of  his  nature  must  still  have 
something  to  hold  to.  Not  something  to  love, 
for  he  had  quite  done  with  that  now ;  but  some- 
thing to  be  kind  to,  something  upon  which  he 
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mi^ht  spend  a  little  of  his  good-will,  before  it  all 
got  turned  to  gall  and  bitterness  by  constant 
dwelling  upon  the  wrong  done  to  him. 

He  found  that  something  in  the  story  of 
patient  endurance  and  self-denial  which  Marian 
Govan's  face  seemed  to  reveal.  He  sat  there  in 
a  quiet  corner  of  the  room,  looking  at  it,  study- 
ing it.  He  had  nothing  else  to  do.  It  took  his 
thoughts  away  from  Roda.  Its  very  calm  and 
steadfastness  were  to  him  the  rest  he  so  much 
needed. 

They  seemed  to  tell  him  of  a  soul  that  had 
suffered,  and  waited,  and  been  patient,  as  he 
must  suffer  and  wait,  and  be  patient  now.  Also 
of  a  soul  that  had  put  away  from  it  much  hope 
of  earthly  happiness  ;  as  he,  too,  must  try  to  do. 
If,  putting  from  him  the  happiness,  he  could 
secure  so  much  peace  as  that  still  face  of  hers 
held,  well  for  him.     He  began  to  think  now 
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that  peace,  not  hope  or  joj,  was  the  best  thing 
life  had  to  give. 

At  first  he  only  looked  at  her  face,  taking 
rest  and  contentment  from  it,  as  from  some 
beantif  ol  picture.  Then  he  began  to  listen  to 
her  voice,  not  to  what  she  said,  but  onlv  to  the 
voice  itself,  so  even,  so  calm,  so  unhopeful: 
with  no  touch  of  complaining  in  it,  not  a  single 
accent  of  fretfulness  or  repining,  but  just  un- 
hopeful. There  was  nothing  in  it  to  rouse, 
everything  to  hush  and  soothe.  It  reminded 
him  of  that  **  going  in  the  tops  of  the  trees  " 
which  he  had  heard  sometimes  in  the  far  West 
forests,  a  sound  which  you  almost  had  to  listen 
for,  it  was  so  low,  yet  so  infinitely  sweet.  And 
!Miss  Chickory^s  voice,  breaking  in  now  and 
then  with  some  brisk,  cheery,  genial  remark, 
was  like  the  chiq)  of  some  merry  httle  mocking- 
bird which  had  alighted  on  a  branch  close  at 
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hand.  He  wanted  it  to  be  still,  that  he  might 
liear  the  other  voice. 

By-and-by  he  began  to  listen  to  what  it  said. 
^Marian  Govan  had  not  many  external  interests 
to  occupy  her  mind,  nor  was  ^liss  Chickory  a 
person  to  whom  anyone  might  talk  largely  of 
books,  lectures,  or  events  tliat  were  taking  place 
in  the  great  world  of  thought.  Still  less  of  the 
gossip  which  was  always  floating  about  in  Ul- 
phusby  society,  ready  to  be  caught  up  and 
amplified  by  anyone  who  had  a  talent  in  that 
line. 

"What  she  had  to  say  was  chiefly  about  their 
own  quiet  life  in  the  old  house  in  Ulphus  Court; 
her  mother,  the  school,  the  music  pupils,  her 
little  difficulties  with  the  students  who  some- 
times disturbed  !Mrs.  Govan  by  keeping  late 
hours,  and  other  trifling  domestic  matters  which 
Aunt  Phillis  was  always  ready  to  listen  to,  be- 
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cause  she  thought  it  was  a  good  thing  for 
Marian  to  speak  about  them,  and  perhaps  get  a 
hint  or  two  from  her  own  large  experience  as 
to  the  better  management  of  them.  For  if 
Aunt  Phillis  had  a  strong  point — and  most  wo- 
men have  one,  even  if  thev  are  sensible  enough, 
like  her,  to  keep  it  in  the  background — it  was 
housekeeping.  She  did  think  she  knew  as  much 
about  domestic  affairs  and  their  proper  direc- 
tion as  anyone. 

What  a  humble,  unostentatious,  yet  dcA^oted 
life  it  was !  So  very  unheroic,  as  the  world 
generally  talks  of  heroism,  yet  so  truly  grand, 
if  the  simple  doing  of  duty  can  make  a  life 
grand.  As  Alec  listened,  he  pictured  her  there 
amongst  her  scholars,  hearing  their  spelling, 
setting  their  sums,  looking  over  their  copies, 
perhaps  stealing  away  now  and  then  to  speak  a 
kind  word  to  the  ailing  mother  who  sat  by  her 
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own  fireside,  quiet  and  alone,  not  able  to  bear 
the  noise  of  the   children  ;  then  back  again  to 
the  sums  and  the  spelling,  and  when  they  were 
done  with,  away  to  the  other  side   of  the  town, 
through  wind,  frost,  or  snow — what  a  slight  deli- 
cate thing  she  seemed  for  work  like  that — to 
her  music-teaching,  about  the  veriest  drudgery, 
he  should  think,  that   a   woman   could  take  up. 
And  no  rest  even  when  she  got  home  from   it, 
but  the  students  to  look   after  and  care  for — 
Alec    thought    again   what  a  pleasant  thing  it 
must  be  to  be  cared   for  by  Miss  Govan — and 
her  mother  to  nurse,  and  perhaps  some  lesson  to 
correct  or  some   work  to  prepare  for  the  chil- 
dren.    No  one  to  be  very  kind   to  her,  no  one 
to  cheer  her  up  at  the  close   of  the  day  with   a 
little    bright,  merry  chit-chat,  to  tell  her  wdiat 
was  going  on  outside  in   that  great  world  from 
which  she  was  set  so  far  apart.     What  a  quiet. 
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colourless  life !  How  different  from  Roda's  I 
Roda!  And  Alec's  thoughts  stnijed  away 
to  St.  Ninian's  Lodo^e,  where  Roda  was  most 
likely  flirting  with  Mr.  Fabian.  Mr.  Fabian 
would  be  sure  to  go  when  he  knew  she  had  an 
engagement  there.  And  then,  of  course,  he 
would  be  walking  home  with  her,  and  coming 
in  for  an  hour  or  two,  and  there  would  be  ever 
so  much  more  smiling,  and  complimenting,  and 
flirtation,  perhaps  playing  at  chess  and  eating  of 
game  pie,  as  the  reverend  gentleman  did  not 
seem  averse  to  table  comforts.  He  meant  to 
clear  out  as  soon  as  Mr.  Fabian  came.  It  was 
more  than  he  could  bear  just  at  present  to  see 
him  assuming  his  fine,  lover-like  airs  to  Roda, 
and  treating  her  with  such  make-believe  chi- 
valry. Perhaps  Miss  Govan  would  want  some 
one  to  walk  home  with  her.  It  was  quite  as 
improper  for  her  to  be  out  in  the  dark  alone,  as 
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for  Koda.  He  would  offer  to  escort  her  to  the 
old  house  in  Ulphus  Court,  wherever  that  might 
be ;  and  then,  wdien  he  came  back,  he  could 
smoke  a  cigar  in  the  garden  until  the  handsome 
curate  had  finished  his  evening's  entertain- 
ment. 

Still  Aunt  Phillis  and  Miss  Govan  kept  on 
chatting  about  that  simple  home-life,  with  its 
little  cares  and  little  duties,  and  little  self- 
denials.  And  yet  she  seemed  so  contented. 
She  seemed  to  take  this  as  the  lot  that  was  laid 
out  for  her,  murmuring  not  at  anything.  He 
should  like  to  do  something  for  her,  if  he  could. 
She  was  just  one  of  those  women  he  would  find 
a  pleasure  in  Mping  or  comforting.  Talking 
to  her,  having  her  to  talk  to  him,  getting  to 
know  all  about  her,  would  be  so  different  from 
having  anything  to  do  with  those  frivolous, 
flirt ish  young  ladies  of  society  who  seemed  to 
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look  upon  every  man  they  met  in  the  light  of 
a  possible  husband ;  or,  if  they  did  not  want 
him  in  that  capacity,  they  smiled  and  sim- 
pered, and  played  off  their  charms  upon  him, 
until  the  poor  fellow  was  taken  in  and  done  for, 
completely  tripped  up  by  them,  and  then  they 
laughed  at  him  and  boasted  of  having  "  made 
a  conquest." 

Miss  Govan  would  never  flirt  with  anybody. 
She  was  not  that  sort  of  person  at  all.  And  she 
would  not  either  lay  herself  out  to  fascinate 
him.  Her  manner  towards  him  when  he  came 
into  the  room  and  spoke  to  her,  had  all  that 
grave,  sweet,  almost  lofty  unconsciousness 
which  set  him  in  his  place  at  once.  His  being 
there  now  made  not  the  slightest  difference  to 
her.  She  never  glanced  half  shyly,  half  saucily, 
towards  him,  as  though  wondering  what  he 
might   be   thinking    about    her.      She    never 


120  Alecs  Bride. 

seemed  to  be  acting  or  speakincp  for  the  purpose 
of  attracting  his  admiration.  She  said  what 
she  had  to  say  as  quietly  and  as  simply  as 
though  a  thousand  miles  of  Atlantic  ocean,  in- 
stead of  two  or  three  yards  of  Brussels  carpet- 
ting,  lay  between  them.  Alec  had  seen  girls 
who,  as  soon  as  a  gentleman  made  his  appear- 
ance, changed  their  behaviour  at  once,  became 
foolish  and  simpering  instead  of  forward  and 
flippant,  turned  the  whole  current  of  their  talk, 
put  on  all  their  little  airs  and  graces,  and  evi- 
dently set  themselves  to  secure  the  admiration 
of  the  new-comer.  Miss  Govan  was  so  differ- 
ent. She  drew  other  people  into  her  own 
sphere  of  quietness,  instead  of  altering  to  adapt 
herself  to  theirs.  She  gave  out,  rather  than 
took  in,  influence.  It  seemed  to  him  that,  with 
all  the  sweetness  and  gentleness  and  loveable- 
ness  of  a  true  woman,  she   had  also  the  stead- 
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fastness  of  a  self-poised  nature — a  nature  that 
would  not  always  shift  and  change,  but  would 
choose  for  itself,  and  keep  to  the  right.  And 
embittered  as  he  was  by  the  changeableness  of 
one  who  ought  to  have  been  very  true  to  him, 
a  character  like  that  was  just  the  one  to  gather 
him  to  itself,  to  quiet  and  satisfy  him. 

Marian  got  up  to  go  away.  She  said  she 
would  rather  have  stayed  to  see  Roda,  but  she 
had  to  go  into  the  town  to  inquire  for  a  parcel 
which  ought  to  have  arrived  from  Glasgow- 
some  days  ago  ;  and  unless  she  started  at  once, 
her  mother  would  be  wearying  for  her  before 
she  could  have  time  to  get  home. 

^*  Are  vou  ^oinoj  alone  ?"  said  Alec. 

He  did  not  say  it  by  any  means  with  the 
eager  hopefulness  of  a  spruce  cavalier,  who 
wishes  to  make  himself  agreeable  to  a  young 
and  pretty  girl.     His  question  just  seemed  to 
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imply  that  if  she  wanted  any  help  he  would  be 
willing  to  give  it. 

"  YqSj  I  am  going  home  alone,"  Marian  said, 
looking  at  him  now  almost  for  the  first  time. 
"  I  am  quite  accustomed  to  be  out  alone  at 
night,  for  it  is  almost  the  onl}^  time  that  I  can 
go  out  at  all." 

"  But  I  will  go  with  you,  if  you  like.  I  have 
nothing  else  to  do." 

"  Thank  you.  Then  I  shall  be  glad  of  your 
company.  It  is  not  pleasant  to  be  out  alone 
at  night.  I  only  go  because  I  cannot  help 
it." 

They  went  out  together  through  the  narrow 
winding  streets  which  Marian  had  to  traverse 
on  her  way  to  the  station.  What  a  new  feel- 
ing it  was  to  have  anyone  to  take  care  of  her, 
anyone  to  do  for  her  that  which  she  could  not 
do  for  herself,  or,  rather,  that  which  slie  could 
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do  for  herself,  but  which  it  seemed  so  much 
more  natural  and  fitting  to  have  done  for  her. 
When  they  got  to  the  station,  Alec  attended  to 
the  business  which  she  had  to  do  there.  He 
hunted  about  from  one  department  to  another 
until  he  found  the  right  place  and  the  right 
person,  and  learned  that  the  parcel  had  been 
detained  on  the  road,  but  would  most  likely 
turn  up  in  a  day  or  tw^o  ;  and  then  he  promised 
to  come  and  inquire  for  it  again,  and  ensure 
its  safe  delivery  to  her.  And  when  Marian, 
utterly  unused  to  so  much  attention,  apologised 
for  the  trouble  she  w^as  giving  him,  he  just 
said,  in  his  usual  off-hand  way,  which  seemed 
to  put  all  obligation  out  of  the  question — 

"  Oh  !  it  isn't  any  trouble.  I  am  very  glad 
to  do  it  for  you.  Such  things  are  better  for  a 
man  to  do." 

A  very  different  speech  from  what  Mr.  Fabian 
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would  have  made,  if  he  had  so  far  descended 
from  his  ecclesiastical  dignity  as  to  inconveni- 
ence himself  for  the  benefit  of  others.  But 
Mr.  Fabian's  attention  did  not  generally 
involve  any  personal  trouble.  He  was  great 
in  picking  up  ladies'  handkerchiefs  or  bouquets, 
or  hurrying  to  open  doors  for  them,  or  offering 
his  arm  for  conservatory  tete-a-tetesy  when 
stoles  or  church  decorations  were  wanted;  or 
paying  delicate  little  acts  of  homage  to  the 
reigning  beauty  of  the  evening.  When  more 
than  these  things  were  required,  Mr.  Fabian 
judiciously  stepped  into  the  background. 

It  w^as  but  a  trifling  kindness,  yet  the  fact  of 
having  it  done  for  her  put  such  a  brightness 
into  Marian's  life.  In  all  the  years  that  Avery 
had  been  at  home,  he  had  never  offered  to 
do  anything  of  this  kind  for  her.  So  far 
as  he  could,  he  had  made  her  do  his  share  of 


Alecs  Bride.  125 

work  as  well  as  her  own.  It  was  always — 
"  Marian,  you  might  see  after  this.  I've 
been  working  so  confoundedly  hard  at  my 
thorough  bass  all  day."  Or,  "Marian,  just  do 
that  for  me  when  you  go  into  the  town.  It's 
such  a  nuisance  for  a  fellow  to  have  these  things 
to  attend  to  " — 

When  anything  had  to  be  done  in  the  shape 
of  a  message  or  commission  above  Margot's 
capabilities.  Marian  used  to  think  sometimes 
that  if  he  could  not  take  the  actual  weight  of 
daily  cares  off  her  mind,  he  might  at  least  have 
taken  a  little  of  the  weight  of  daily  duties  off 
her  hands.  But  then  she  excused  him  by 
remembering  that  he  had  never  been  brouolit 

O  CD 

Up  to  do  these  things  for  himself,  still  less  to 
think  about  doing  them  for  others  ;  and  the  way 
in  which  a  lad  had  been  brought  up,  made  such 
a  difference  to  him.     It  was  not  selfishness,  she 
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said  to  herself,  but  only  want  of  thought  that 
made  him  fail  to  help  her  where  his  help  mi^^ht 
have  been  so  welcome. 

Still,  the  taking  of  these  things  upon  herself, 
though  inducing,  by-and-by,  a  habit  of  steady 
self-dependence,  had  not  made  her  forget  how 
pleasant  it  would  be  to  have  anyone  to  do 
them  for  her.  She  longed,  all  the  more  that  it 
seemed  so  far  away  from  her,  for  the  privilege, 
which  surely  is  not  such  a  very  great  one  for  a 
woman  to  desire,  of  a  hand  to  share  her  toil,  and 
sometimes  lighten  the  burden  of  it.  When 
Alec  took  the  trouble  of  inquiring  about  that 
missing  parcel,  hunting  about  from  office  to 
office  until  he  got  the  information  she  wanted, 
and  got  it,  too,  in  that  business-like,  straightfor- 
ward way  which  a  woman  may  spend  a  long 
apprenticeship  in  trying  to  acquire,  and  not 
succeed  at  last,  she  felt,  almost  for  the  first  time 
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ill  her  life,  certainly'  for  the  first  time  since  her 
father  died,  the  comfort  of  havincr  a  disaoreeable 
piece  of  work  taken  from  her  by  someone  who 
was  better  able  to  do  it  than  herself.  Perhaps 
if  she  had  known  what  a  real  pleasure  it  was  to 
Alec  to  do  that  little  service,  she  would  have 
prized  it  even  more.  The  thought  that  a 
stranger  cared  enough  for  her  to  do,  out  of 
pure  kindness,  what  she  had  all  her  life  been 
obliged  to  do  for  herself,  would  have  been  as 
new,  and  as  strange,  and  as  happy,  too,  as  the 
sensation  which  Roda  experienced  when  Mr. 
Fabian  first  began  to  pour  his  tender  flatteries 
into  her  ear  at  Mrs.  Dexter's  quiet  little  evening, 
six  months  ago. 

They  got  to  Ulphus  Court  not  many  minutes 
after  Eoda  had  quitted  it.  If  they  had  crossed 
the  Close,  instead  of  going  round  by  the  south 
side  of  the  Minster,  they  would  have  met  her 
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coming  home ;  a  poor  little  trembling  unat- 
tended girl,  looking  very  forlorn  and  miserable, 
trying  hard  to  keep  the  tears  from  running 
down  her  cheeks,  as  she  thought  of  all  her 
troubles  and  disappointments.  As  they  passed 
under  the  low  archway  into  the  quadrangle, 
they  seemed  to  have  left  the  noise  and  stir  of 
the  world  behind  them,  and  to  have  gained  a 
region  of  unbroken  peace,  peace  which  outside 
storms  could  never  have  leave  to  vex.  Alec 
thought,  as  he  peered  into  its  dark  recesses,  and 
discerned  by  the  glimmering  lamplight  many  a 
quaintly-carved  head  or  boss  of  rich  diaper  work 
over  the  old  doorways,  that  this  was  the  very 
place  where  Marian  Govan  ought  to  live.  He 
could  fancy  her  a  hooded,  sable-robed  sister, 
and  this  the  house  of  mercy  from  which  her 
gentle  life  flowed  out  in  deeds  of  blessing  to  all 
who  needed  them.     And  he  thought  how  plea- 
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sant  it  would  be  for  anyone  who  was  tired  of 
the  world,  who  had  been  vexed,  and  fretted,  and 
ill-used,  to  come  here  and  forget  it  all ;  to  leave 
his  worries  and  disappointments  behind  him,  as, 
passing  under  that  old  archway,  they  two  had 
just  left  the  bustle  and  noise  of  the  streets  ;  to 
breathe  such  an  atmosphere  of  seclusion  as  any- 
one must  breathe  there :  to  be  so  circled  with  the 
memories  of  former  generations,  who  had  lived 
and  loved  and  died  in  those  dim  gloomy  houses. 
Was  it  living  there  that  had  made  Marian 
Govan  so  quiet  and  thoughtful?  Could  he 
absorb  the  spirit  of  the  place  as  she  seemed  to 
have  absorbed  it  ?  ^yhat  a  rest  and  comfort  if 
he  could  ! 

"It  is  no  use  asking  yon  to  come  in,"  said 

Marian,  as  she  knocked  at  a  door  in  the  corner 

of  the  quadrangle.     "My  mother  is  not  able   to 

see  strangers,  and  I  should  have  to  leave  you 

VOL.  III.  K 
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almost  directly,  to  attend  to  her.  But  I  am  very 
much  obliged  to  you  for  coming  with  me  and 
taking  so  much  trouble  about  me." 

"  You  are  very  welcome,"  Alec  replied,  think- 
ing how  very  beautiful  Miss  Govan  looked  with 
the  lamplight  gleaming  down  upon  her  fair, 
colourless  face,  "  I  don't  care  to  come  in.  At 
least,  I  mean  that  I  do  not  want  to  take  up 
your  time.  I  only  came  home  with  you  because 
I  know  that  it  is  not  very  pleasant  for  ladies  to 
be  out  at  night  alone." 

Marian  wished  her  brother  had  known  that 
as  well  as  Mr.  lanson  seemed  to  know  it ;  and 
with  just  a  touch  of  sadness  in  her  face,  brought 
there  by  the  thought  of  Avery,  and  making 
Alec  wish  still  more  that  he  could  do  anything 
to  help  or  comfort  her,  she  bade  him  good  night, 
and  went  in. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

T  IFE  at  the  Old  Deanery  was  not  likely  to 
be  a  very  pleasant  thing  for  Alec,  under 
present  circumstances.  Instead  of  coraincr  back 
to  it  as  to  some  sweet  resting-place  of  thought 
and  memory,  or  sweeter  home  of  hopes  which 
should  ere  long  blossom  into  sunny  reality,  he 
rather  looked  upon  it  now  as  the  sailor,  ship- 
wrecked on  some  foreign  shore,  looks  to  the 
cruel  rock  on  which  his  vessel  struck  before  it 
sank;  or  as  the  traveller  through  an  unknown 
country  regards  the  deceitful  light  which, 
luring  him  into  some  dismal  swamp,  has  cost 
him  many  a  weaiy  step,  and  put  him  farther 

k2 
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away  than  ever  from  the  homestead  which  he 
wishes  to  gain. 

Three  days  ago,  when  Alec  surprised  Dr. 
Montagu  and  Aunt  PhilHs  over  their  evening 
nap,  and,  after  an  hour  or  two  of  cosy  chat, 
accepted  their  kind  offer  of  a  home  at  the  Old 
Deanery,  until  such  time  as  his  college  work 
should  be  finished,  that  had  seemed  the  best 
possible  arrangement  that  could  have  been 
made  for  his  happiness.  To  be  within  sight  of 
Roda  was  all  he  cared  for.  As  to  home  comforts 
and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  to  which  the  doctor 
attached  so  much  importance,  he  could  have 
lived  in  a  barn  with  the  supremest  satisfaction 
if  only  Roda  had  joined  him  under  the  thatched 
roof,  and  brightened  the  place  with  her  smile, 
and  made  it  full  of  music  with  her  voice.  But 
now  they  had  altered  all  that.  He  rather 
thought  that  on  the  whole  it  would  not  be  the 
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wisest  thing  in  the  world  for  him  to  avail  him- 
self of  Dr.  Montagu's  kind  offer.  The  Old 
Deanery  was  not  the  best  place  for  him  to 
study  in,  and  prepare  his  college  work,  and  get 
up  his  examinations ;  and  certainly  it  was  not 
the  place  now  for  him  to  rest  and  be  thankful 
in  when  he  came  home  from  his  classes,  weary 
with  the  mental  toil  and  strain  which  would  be 
put  upon  him  there.  To  see  Mr.  Fabian  playing 
the  agreeable  to  Roda,  dancing  attendance  upon 
her,  whispering  his  soft  nothings  into  her  ear  as 
she  sat  near  him  looking  so  pretty  and  conscious, 
would  be  anything  but  a  relaxation  from  moral 
philosophy,  and  the  severer  departments  of  the 
abstract  sciences.  Indeed,  he  thought  it  would 
be  severer  than  any  of  them. 

So  he  told  Dr.  Montagu,  after  he  had  been  a 
few  days  at  the  Old  Deanery,  that  he  thought 
he  should  get  on  better  in  rooms  of  his  own,  out 
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of  the  college,  like  some  of  the  other  students. 
Dr.  Montagu  and  Aunt  Phillis  were  not  to 
think  that  he  was  unmindful  of  their  kindness 
in  offering  him  such  a  pleasant  home.  He 
should  feel  that  just  the  same,  whether  he 
went  or  stayed.  But  as  his  time  for  study 
was  necessarily  very  short,  he  had  been  thinking 
that  he  could  use  it  to  better  advantage  if  he 
was  quite  alone  in  some  quiet  place,  where 
he  should  have  no  temptations  to  neglect  his 
duty  for  the  pleasanter  intercourse  of  social 
life. 

Alec  had  got  up  this  speech  very  carefully. 
It  had  cost  him  a  whole  morning  of  thought 
whilst  professing  to  be  listening  to  a  prelection 
on  Butler  s  Analog}-.  Of  course  he  could  not 
tell  his  kind  friends  the  real  state  of  the  case ; 
and  to  offer  a  sufficient  excuse  for  declining 
their  hospitality,  after  he  had  once  so  gratefully 
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accepted  it,  icitliout  telling  them  the  real 
state  of  the  case,  was  a  difficulty  which  almost 
baffled  him.  However,  he  thought  he  should 
get  over  it  better  by  making  his  studies  a  scape- 
goat for  the  variableness  at  which  they  might 
justly  wonder;  and  so,  after  great  pains  and 
labour,  he  concocted  the  above  apology,  and 
presented  it  in  due  form  to  the  Doctor  and 
Aunt  Phillis,  as  they  all  gathered  round  the 
drawing-fire,  Roda  sitting  apart  with  her  work 
that  she  might  not  have  to  join  in  the  conversa- 
tion. 

Dr.  Montagu  was  very  sorry,  but  he  thought 
that  it  was  the  wisest  thing  that  Alec  could  do. 
If  a  young  fellow  did  mean  study,  the  closer 
he  stuck  to  it  the  better.  There  was  nothing 
like  being  a  whole  man  to  one  thing  at  a  time, 
especially  such  a  thing  as  college  work,  which 
was  almost  wasted  labour  if  it  was  not   taken 
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up  earnestly,  and  carried  through  steadily  to  the 
end.  lie  ^vould  not  say  a  word  against  Alec's 
plan.  Only  he  told  him  he  must  not  lose  sight 
of  them  altogether,  but  drop  in  whenever  he 
liked,  and  come  for  a  day  or  two  when  he  got 
rusty  over  his  work,  and  felt  that  he  wanted 
brightening  up  a  little. 

Alec  expressed  his  appreciation  of  this  kind- 
ness, just  as  if  the  Old  Deanery  really  was  a 
place  now  to  which  he  should  prefer  to  come 
when  he  wanted  brightening  up  a  little.  But 
he  declined  Dr.  Montagu's  next  offer,  which 
was  that  he  should  make  his  home  with  them 
out  of  term  time.  He  must  give  those  weeks 
to  study,  too,  he  said,  just  the  same  as  if  he 
was  in  college  all  the  time.  He  thought  young 
men  lost  as  much  by  idling  about  when  the 
lecture-rooms  were  closed,  as  they  gained  by 
working  when  they  were  open.     If  he  ever  got 
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on  in  the  world  at  all,  it  would  be  by  the 
knowledge  which  be  had  come  to  Ulphusby  to 
obtain ;  and  now  that  he  had  nothing  to  do  but 
study,  he  must  make  the  best  possible  use  of 
his  time. 

"  All  right,  my  boy,"  said  the  good  Doctor, 
thinking  what  a  very  promising  young  man 
this  son  of  his  old  college  friend  had  turned  out. 
"  If  you  set  to  work  in  that  spirit,  you  will 
make  the  world  hear  of  you  before  long.  So 
go  where  you  like,  and  study  as  hard  as  you 
like ;  only  remember,  whenever  you  want  a 
place  to  come  to,  there's  one  ready  for  you  here, 
where  you  will  have  a  warm  welcome,  and 
shares  of  anything  we  happen  to  have  in  the 
cupboard. 

And  then  Dr.  Montagu  hurried  away  to  the 
Grammar  School. 

Aunt  Philhs  took  the  matter  more  seriously. 
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She  had  set  her  heart  upon  being  a  mother  to 
Alec,  and  caring  for  him,  and  making  him  as 
comfortable  as  he  could  be  made,  so  long  as  he 
remained  at  Ulphusbj.  Home  comforts,  she 
thought,  were  such  a  stay  to  a  young  man. 
They  so  often  kept  him  from  going  wrong. 
Not  that  she  thought  Alec  was  in  danger  of 
doing  anything  of  that  sort,  for  she  believed  his 
principles  would  keep  him  straight  wherever  he 
went,  to  say  nothing  of  the  wonderful  diligence 
with  which  he  was  applying  himself  to  his 
studies — dilio;ence  which  could  not  fail  of 
bringing  its  own  reward.  Still,  it  was  such  a 
dreary  thing  for  a  young  man  to  be  in  lodgings 
by  himself,  and  have  no  one  to  speak  a  kind 
word  to  him  when  he  came  home  at  night,  tired 
and  knocked  up  with  his  hard  work,  and  feeling 
as  if  he  would  give  anything  for  a  little  cheer- 
ful society. 
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"  Unless — "  and  here  Aunt  Phillls's  face 
brightened  up  as  if  she  had  found  a  sunny  side 
even  to  this  most  unpromising  of  prospects — 
"  unless,  Alec,  you  were  to  go  and  take  Miss 
Govan's  rooms.  She  told  me  only  yesterday 
that  she  should  be  so  glad  to  hear  of  anyone 
who  would  be  suitable.  Now,  isn't  it  the  very 
thing  for  him  to  do,  Roda? — because  he  will 
be  made  so  very  comfortable  in  Miss  Govan's 
rooms.  I  don't  know  any  place  in  Ulphusby 
where  he  w^ould  be  made  so  comfortable." 

Roda,  still  busy  over  her  fox's  brush,  pre- 
tended not  to  know  very  much  about  it.  She 
said,  indifferently,  that  she  had  no  doubt  Miss 
Govan  tried  to  make  her  lodgers  as  comfortable 
as  she  could,  and  if  Alec  wanted  a  quiet  place, 
Ulphus  Court  was  quiet  enough  for  a  hermit. 
And  then  she  got  up  and  went  out  of  the 
room. 
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Alec  watched  her  go.  How  cfraceful  and 
beautiful  she  looked,  and  yet  so  different  to 
what  she  used  to  be! — so  different  from  what  she 
was  only  a  few  days  ago  !  He  could  almost 
fancy  there  was  a  touch  of  thoughtful  serious- 
ness about  her  now,  instead  of  the  careless, 
merry  brightness  which  she  had  before.  But 
that  might  be  because  she  was  engaged  to  Mr. 
Fabian.  It  was  a  very  pleasant  thing,  no 
doubt,  to  have  the  prospect  of  marrying  a  man 
that  she  loved,  and  getting  a  home  of  her  own, 
and  a  position,  and  all  that  sort  of  social  dis- 
tinction which  girls  looked  forward  to  when 
they  "  settled,"  as  the  phrase  goes ;  but  still  it 
was  a  serious  thing,  too.  At  least,  if  she 
thought  about  it  as  she  ought  to  think,  it  was 
serious,  the  dawn  of  a  new,  untried  life — a  life 
which  would  bring  to  her,  as  it  brought  to  most 
who  entered   it,  its  own  measure  of  cares  and 
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responsibilities,  perhaps  disappointments.  And 
this  thoughtful,  quiet  air  which  had  gathered 
round  her,  since  he  came  back,  might  be  for 
the  grave  future  which  lay  before  her.  Per- 
haps, after  all,  she  might  not  be  the  light, 
frivolous  creature  he  had  taken  her  to  be. 
There  might  be  the  make  of  a  noble  woman, 
even  yet,  beneath  that  exterior  fitfulness,  and 
her  character  would  by-and-by  redeem  its  early 
promise.  If  so,  how  much  he  had  lost — how 
much  that  frothy  young  curate  had  gained ! 

Nay,  Alec  thought,  he  had  not  gained  it ;  for 
a  man  of  his  calibre  could  never  appreciate  a 
beautiful  nature.  He  would  only  slight  it, 
trifle  with  it,  perhaps  wound  it.  He  could 
never  have  sufficient  sympathy  with  it  to  be 
raised  by  it  to  something  w^orthier  than  he  was 
before,  and  therefore  its  daily  companionship 
could  be  no  gain  to  him.     Or,  if  he  ever  did 
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learn  to  appreciate  the  treasure  he  had  won,  its 
superiority  to  his  own  feeble  insipidity  would 
gall  him.  He  would  always  be  trying  to  snub 
her,  to  keep  her  down,  in  order  that  he  might 
not  be  shamed  by  contrast  with  her.  He  would 
be  jealous  of  every  word  she  spoke,  lest  he 
should  not  be  able  to  match  it  with  some  equally 
bright  remark  of  his  own  ;  and  that  people 
might  not  imagine  he  was  the  weaker  vessel,  he 
would  take  every  opportunity  of  showing  off 
before  them  that  authority  which  his  position  as 
her  husband  gave  him,  but  which  his  own  in- 
herent force  of  character  could  never  sustain. 
That  would  be  the  only  result  of  Roda's  supe- 
riority over  a  man  like  Mr.  Fabian. 

And  then  Alec  thought  how  he  could  have 
prized  her,  if  she  were,  after  all,  what  this  new     . 
thoughtfulness  would  seem  to  make  her.     How 
sadly  in  that  case  had  he  lost  by  the  gain  of 
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another!  He  scarcely  knew  whether  to  wish 
that  she  were  indeed  vain  and  foohsh,  that  he 
might  not  have  to  mourn  so  much  being  parted 
from  her,  or  whether  to  feel  relieved  that  he  had 
misjudged  her,  since  to  be  sure  of  that  would 
make  his  loss  so  bitter. 

When  he  disentangled  himself  from  these 
thoughts  sufficiently  to  be  alive  to  what  was 
going  forward,  Aunt  Phillis  was  still  expatiating 
on  the  advantages  which  would  result  from  his 
residence  with  Miss  Govan. 

"It's  just  the  very  place  for  you.  Alec,  if  you 
really  feel  that  you  cannot  give  yourself  to  study 
here  as  you  would  wish;  and  after  what  the 
Doctor  has  said,  I  can't  go  against  him,  for  he 
knows  a  great  deal  more  about  such  things  than 
I  do ;  and  I  would  never  let  my  own  likes  or 
dislikes  stand  in  the  way  of  your  getting  on. 
Such  a  boon  for  dear  ^Marian  too,  because  of 
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course  you  won't  want  to  be  always  at  your 
books,  and  perhaps  sometimes  in  an  evening  you 
will  go  in  and  sit  with  them  for  half  an  hour, 
and  brighten  them  up  a  little,  poor  things! 
There's  no  one  in  the  world  that  can  do  it 
better  than  yourself.  Alec,  when  you  are  in  the 
mood,  and  I  am  sure  it  will  do  them  no  end  of 
good ;  for,  being  a  friend  of  ours,  they  will  not 
look  upon  you  in  the  light  of  an  ordinary 
lodger,  and  you  will  not  look  upon  them  as  if 
they  were  only  people  to  pay  your  rent  to,  and 
be  made  comfortable  by.  There's  no  place  I 
would  be  so  willing  for  you  to  go  to,  Alec,  if 
you  must  go,  as  Ulphus  Court." 

Alec  could  quite  chime  in  with  that  last  senti- 
ment. What  he  very  much  wanted,  after  the 
bitter  strain  and  disappointment  of  the  last  few 
days,  was  rest ;  not  the  rest  of  absolute  solitude, 
for   that   to  a  quick,  ardent  temperament  like 
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his  would  have  been  as  cold  water  to  a  fevered 
man — a  draught  of  death  itself  ;  but  the  rest  of 
some  quiet,  healthful  companionship  which  would 
make  few  demands  upon  himself,  whilst  yet  he 
could  feel  that  it  was  there,  within  reach  when 
he  needed  it.  And  then  the  thought  that  he 
could  be  any  sort  of  help  or  comfort  to  Miss 
Govan  and  her  mother,  that  he  could  put  even 
a  little  brightness  into  that  sober  life  of  theirs, 
added  a  new  interest  to  his  own,  so  unsettled 
now  and  aimless.  He  would  not  be  living  quite 
in  vain.  If  he  could  not  take  so  much  as  he 
had  hoped  to  take  from  others,  he  might  still 
give  a  little  out  of  his  own  poor  diminished 
store  to  those  who  were  no  richer  than  himself. 
Of  course  he  should  never  give  to  anyone  else 
what  he  had  given  to  Roda.  He  should  never 
think  of  looking  for  another  to  be  to  him  what 
he  once  expected  she  would  be.  Perhaps,  in 
VOL.  III.  L 
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eight  or  ten  years  time,  when  he  was  well 
roughed  and  hardened,  and  had  got  to  be  a 
successful  man  of  the  world,  he  should  fix  upon 
some  elegant,  accomplished  woman  to  preside  at 
his  table,  and  give  parties  for  him,  and  in 
various  other  ways  add  to  his  position  as  a  mem- 
ber of  society.  A  man  must  marry  somebody, 
if  only  for  the  sake  of  being  out  of  reach  of 
gossip  and  scandal,  and  the  schemings  of  match- 
making dowagers.  But  as  for  loving  anyone  as 
he  had  loved  little  Roda  ever  since  that  morn- 
ing when  she  came  into  the  dining-room,  and 
looked  up  into  his  face  with  such  arch,  pretty 
shyness,  he  never  should  do  that.  He  could 
only  go  through  that  sort  of  thing  once.  He 
could  no  more  feel  for  any  other  girl  as  he  had 
felt  for  Roda,  and  trust  any  other  girl  as  he  had 
trusted  her,  than  he  could  go  back  to  those 
days   of   pinafores   and  shiny  boots,   when  his 
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nursemaid  told  him  such  wonderful  fairy  tales, 
and  he  believed  every  word  of  them  ;  thought 
that  Cinderella  really  did  go  to  that  ball  and 
lose  her  slipper,  and  that  Bluebeard  kept  all  those 
seven  wives  of  his  in  a  closet,  whose  key  had  a 
drop  of  blood  upon  it ;  and  that  Jack  climbed 
up  the  beanstalk,  and  killed  the  giant ;  and  that 
the  wolf  came  and  talked  so  sweetly  to  little 
Red  Riding-Hood  before  he  ate  her  up,  cloak 
and  cakes  and  honey  and  all  together.  Sweet, 
happy  days,  gone  never  to  come  back  again  any 
more !  Some  men  believed  in  fairy  tales  all 
their  lives,  and  some  in  first  love.  Others  be- 
lieved in  them  for  a  little  while,  and  then  had 
to  put  them  away,  sadly  enough.  He  was  one 
of  the  last. 

And  now,  what  he  needed  was  the  friendship 
of  some  quiet-hearted  woman,  who  would  be 
kind   to   him   as  a  sister  to  a  brother,  and  to 

l2 
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whom  he  in  his  turn  mif]^ht  give  some  brotherly 
help  and  comfort.  He  could  not  live  alone. 
He  must  have  somebody  to  care  for  him — some- 
body that  he  could  care  for.  Aunt  Phillis's 
motherly  goodness  was  not  enough  for  him. 
She  knew  nothing  about  the  life  that  he  lived. 
Things  true  for  him  were  not  true  for  her.  She 
was  admirable  for  home  comforts,  and  thoughtful 
household  ways,  but  he  would  like  something 
beyond  these.  He  would  like  a  companionship 
with  some  touch  of  chivalry  in  it,  though  none 
of  romance. 

This  he  felt  that  Marian  Govan  could  give  to 
him,  none  so  well  as  she.  So  he  told  Aunt 
Phillis  that  he  thought  the  best  arrangement 
he  could  make  would  be  to  enfjase  Mrs.  Govan's 
rooms  as  soon  as  they  could  be  prepared  for 
him,  and  enter  upon  his  studies  there  forthwith. 
He  should  secure  quietness,  and  not  be  so  very 
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far  away  either  from  his  old  friends.  Where- 
upon Miss  Chickory  promised  to  call  at  Ulphus 
Court  next  day,  for  the  purpose  of  taking  the 
rooms  for  him. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

"  TI7ELL,  Eoda,  I'm  not  going  to  trouble 
you    very  much  longer.      I  mean  to 
put  up  at  Mrs.  Govan's  for  tlie  rest  of  my  time 
in  Ulphusby." 

This  was  said  by  Alec  in  the  careless,  abrupt 
manner  which  he  generally  used  towards  Eoda 
now.  He  did  not  think  there  was  any  need  for 
him  to  be  specially  kind  to  her,  when  she  must 
be  so  absorbed  in  the  happy  fact  of  her  engage- 
ment with  Mr.  Fabian  as  to  be  independent  of 
all  other  sources  of  enjoyment.  What  was  it 
to  her  if  he  spoke  a  crooked  word  now  and  then, 
when    that    dainty   young    curate   was   always 
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ready  with  his  honied  compliments  to  wipe  out 
the  recollection  of  it  ? — if,  indeed,  she  remem- 
bered an  old  friend's  words  at  all !  And  what 
difference  could  a  cross  look  of  his  make  to  her, 
except  to  heighten  bv  contrast  the  exquisite 
tenderness  of  those  glances,  which  rained  down 
upon  her  thick  as  cherry  blossoms  in  an  April 
wind,  from  Mr.  Fabian's  soft  brown  eyes  ? 

Alec  always  had  a  strong  inclination  to  fight 
shy  of  his  friends  when  things  were  going  parti- 
cularly prosperously  with  them.  He  thought 
they  had  no  need  of  him  then — they  could  do 
well  enough  without  him.  People  didn't  want 
anybody  to  help  them  to  rejoice  ;  they  could  al- 
ways get  up  plenty  of  complacency  on  their  own 
account,  without  expecting  their  friends  and 
neighbours  to  join.  If  any  sorrow  had  come 
to  them,  though  ;  if  evil  report  or  malice  had 
meddled  with  their  good  name  ;  if  the  hard  cold 
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hand  of  suffering  pressed  upon  them.  Alec 
would  have  stood  by  them  to  the  very  last,  and 
given  them  all  the  love  that  was  in  him  to 
give. 

But  there  was  this  contradiction  in  his  nature. 
What  he  gave  to  his  friends,  he  was  not  willing 
to  take  from  them  again.  When  he  was  in 
trouble  he  never  told  anyone  about  it.  He  bore 
his  own  burden  in  silence.  Sometimes  he  tried 
to  conceal  it  by  being  more  gay  and  rattling 
than  usual ;  sometimes  by  being  a  little  harsher 
and  more  abrupt  in  his  ways ;  but  the  last  thing 
he  ever  did,  when  any  grief  crossed  his  path, 
was  to  let  people  be  sorry  for  him.  It  was  ten 
times  worse,  he  said,  than  the  grief  itself,  to 
have  people  asking  about  it,  and  prying  into  it, 
and  talking  it  over  with  their  friends,  and 
coming  with  long  sympathetic  faces  to  offer 
iiood  advice.     The  best  thinor  for  a  man   to  do 
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with  trouble  was  what  his  mother  used  to  tell 
him  to  do  with  bitter  medicine  wdien  he  was  a 
little  boy,  shut  his  mouth  upon  it,  and  swallow 
it  without  a  word.  It  did  not  taste  so  bad 
then. 

Accordingly,  all  through  those  weary  days, 
the  weariest  he  had  ever  known,  he  had  been 
outwardly  very  bright  and  pleasant,  joking  or 
playing  chess  with  Dr.  Montagu  as  usual,  chat- 
ting away  about  Canadian  and  German  life  to 
Aunt  Phillis,  having  long  spells  of  most  inte- 
resting conversation  wdth  old  Fits  in  the  kitchen - 
garden,  and  preserving  his  usual  kindly,  frank 
demeanour  to  visitors — Mr.  Fabian  excepted — 
who  happened  to  come  to  the  house. 

It  was  only  towards  Roda,  when  they  chanced 
to  be  alone  together,  that  he  could  not  take  up 
the  old  manner.  He  felt  such  a  pleasure  in 
"  digging  into  her,"  as  he  expressed  it,  making 
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her  feel,  yet  in  such  a  way  that  she  could  not 
show  him  she  did  feel  it,  that  she  had  vexed 
and  offended  him.  If  he  had  just  come  to  the 
point,  and  told  her  how,  it  would  have  been  all 
right ;  but  that  was  the  very  thing  he  meant  not 
to  do.  He  was  far  too  proud  to  let  her  see  how 
deeply  she  had  wounded  him,  and  yet  he  was 
not  proud  enough  to  keep  his  wound  quite  to 
himself.  He  lacked  that  fine  finishing  touch  of 
nobility  which  can  see  its  own  joy  passing  over 
to  another  and  murmur  not. 

He  was  going  past  the  open  door  of  the  study, 
and  saw  by  the  firelight  glimmering  on  her 
curls,  Eoda  sitting  on  a  cushion  on  the  hearth- 
rug, her  elbows  on  her  knees,  her  head  on  her 
hands.  She  used  to  go  and  sit  there,  just  in 
that  way,  a  long  time  ago,  when  he  had  teased 
her  into  one  of  her  little  impetuous  tempers, 
and   she   hurried   away  from  him  to  be  alone 
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somewhere.  He  always  knew  where  to  find  her 
then.  She  was  sure  to  be  on  the  study  hearth- 
inig,  or  curled  up  in  the  great  bow  window  ; 
and  there  he  used  to  go  to  make  it  up  with  her, 
to  bring  back,  as  he  could  so  easily  by  a  loving 
word  or  two,  the  smile  to  her  face,  and  the 
pretty  trustful  look  to  her  eyes.  For  she  was 
always  so  ready  to  be  friends  again.  However 
cruelly  he  had  plagued  her,  she  never  bore 
malice.  He  had  only  to  say  he  was  sorry,  and 
all  was  forgiven. 

If  he  could  have  gone  and  made  it  up  with 
her  now,  as  in  those  dear  old  days,  how  pleasant 
it  would  have  been.  But  he  could  not  do  that. 
All  that  he  could  do  now  was  to  say  something 
to  make  her  uncomfortable,  something  to  take 
off  the  edge  of  that  new  joy  of  hers,  that  joy 
which  she  had  no  business  to  have,  since  it  had 
so  sadly  spoiled  his  own. 
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"  Well,  Roda,  I'm  not  pjoing  to  trouble  you 
very  much  longer.  I  mean  to  put  up  at  Mrs. 
Govan's  rooms  for  the  rest  of  my  time." 

"  Very  well,"  said  Roda,  listlessly.  It  could 
not  be  of  much  consequence  to  her  now  where 
he  went.  From  the  Old  Deanery  to  Ulphus 
Court  was  but  a  hair's  breadth,  compared  with 
the  great,  great  distance  he  had  put  between 
them  ever  since  he  came  back.  "Very  well. 
I  hope  you  will  be  comfortable.  Mrs.  Govan  is 
very  nice." 

Alec  laughed  a  harsh  contemptuous  laugh. 

"  That's  just  the  way  with  you  girls.  Every- 
body that  you  take  a  fancy  to  is  nice,  just  as 
you  might  talk  about  a  jelly  or  a  sugar  plum. 
I  suppose  I  w^as  nice  once  ?" 

"  You  are  not  now,  though  !"  said  Roda,  with- 
out even  turning  to  look  at  him. 

"  Oh  !  that's   a  different  thing  altogether.     I 


Alecs  Bride.  157 

suppose  YOU  don't  expect  me  to  be  such  a  simple- 
ton as  I  was,  a  year  and  a  half  ago,  if  that  is 
what  you  mean  by  my  not  being  nice  now.  But 
you  know,  Roda,  things  are  not  the  same,  ex- 
actly, as  they  used  to  be." 

"No,  indeed,"  said  Roda,  and  she  thought  of 
that  ideal  Gretchen  or  Linda  looking  out  for 
Alec's  love-letters.  "  I  know — I  mean  you  are 
quite  right ;  things  are  not  the  same." 

Roda  had  to  look  very  hard  into  the  fire  to 
keep  the  tears  from  coming  into  her  eyes. 

"Though,  I  daresay,"  continued  Alec,  "  it's  a 
very  good  thing  for  that  muff  of  a  fellow,  Fabian, 
that  they  are  not.  But  I  beg  your  pardon,  I 
ought  not  to  call  him  a  muff." 

"You  may  call  him  what  you  like.  Alec,  it 
makes  no  difference  to  me." 

"  Oh,  dear  no  !  of  course  it  doesn't.  I  wasn't 
such  a  fool  as  to  think  that  wdiat  I  said  ever  did 
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make  any  difference  to  you.  I  daresay  you  think 
he  is  very  7i{ce !" 

''  It  is  of  no  consequence  to  you  what  I 
think." 

"  I  know  It  isn't,  l^ou  have  tauf^ht  me  that 
pretty  plainly  since  I  came  home.  But,  Koda, 
as  I  am  going  to  clear  out  before  the  end  of  the 
week,  we  may  as  well  part  friends,  may  we  not  ? 
I  don't  see  what's  the  use  of  your  snubbing  me 
in  this  way,  because  things  happen  to  be  different 
to  what  they  used  to  be." 

Alec  had  lain  down  on  the  hearthrug  now, 
with  his  back  to  the  fire,  and  was  looking  into 
Koda's  face  as  the  clear  flame-light  fell  upon  it. 
It  was  indeed  a  beautiful  face,  yet  with  a  streak 
of  sadness  now,  almost  of  pain  piercing  through 
the  beauty.  Alec  was  glad  to  see  that,  for  he 
knew  that  his  words  had  brought  it  there.  He 
liked  to  feel  that  when  he  chose  he  could  lay  his 
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strong  hand  on  this  little  rootless  plant  of  her 
new  fancy,  and  give  it  a  good  shake.  Yet 
there  was  love  and  yearning  enough  in  his 
heart  to  make  him  sorry  that  anything  should 
ever  sadden  her.  He  could  not  exactly  bring 
himself  to  like  to  see  her  unhappy,  and  still  he 
could  not  help  a  certain  satisfaction  in  feeling 
that  he  had  the  power  to  make  her  so.  Her 
love  for  this  Mr.  Fabian  was  not  a  complete, 
perfect  love,  or  no  idle  words  could  have  brought 
up  such  a  look  of  pain  into  her  face,  when  she 
was  thinking  about  him.  But  if  her  love  for 
him  was  not  complete,  what  else  was  it,  and 
what  prospect  was  there  of  its  ever  filling  and 
quieting  her  life? 

When  Alec  thought  of  Koda  loving  the  man 
who  had  supplanted  himself,  he  was  rather  glad 
that  she  should  not  be  happy ;  at  least,  he  was 
not  very  grieved  about  it.     And  yet,  when  he 
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looked  at  her,  troubled,  ill  at  ease,  and  thought 
of  all  that  she  once  was  to  him,  all  that  he  once 
intended  to  be  to  her,  there  was  still  enough  of 
the  old  tenderness  left  to  make  him  feel  as  if 
he  did  not  know  how  to  feel. 

So  that  Alec's  mental  state,  as  he  lay  there  on 
the  hearth-rug  in  Dr.  Montagu's  study,  looking 
up  into  Roda's  face,  was  something  like  those 
stratified  compounds  which  people  get  in  tall 
glasses  at  supper-parties;  a  sprinkling  of  pink 
sugar  on  the  top,  then  a  quantity  of  froth,  then 
some  sweet  cloying  stuff,  then  last  of  all  a 
pleasant  acid  to  strike  tlirough  and  flavour  all 
the  rest.  Which  pleasant  acid,  in  Alec's  case, 
was  the  sense  of  power  over  Roda,  power  to 
keep  her  from  being  quite  happy  in  the  love  for 
which  she  had  forsaken  his. 

"  Well,  then,  we  are  to  part  friends,  Roda  ?" 
"  Oh !  yes,"  she  said,  with  a   brave  resolve 


Alecs  Bride.  161 

not  to  appear  anythinoj  but  cheerful  and  uncon- 
cerned. "  I'm  sure  I  don't  want  us  to  be  any- 
thing else." 

"And  if  I  have  behaved  queerly  to  you — for  I 
daresay  I  have — you  know  well  enough  I'm  not 
the  same  to  you  as  I  used  to  be." 

Roda  did  know  that,  but  she  thought  at  the 
same  time  Alec  was  rather  cruel  to  tell  her,  in 
such  a  cool,  matter-of-fact  way,  that  he  had  cast 
her  off  for  some  else. 

^'  Oh  !  yes,"  she  said  hastily,  "  you  are  not  the 
same.  It  is  very  easy  to  see  you  are  not  the 
same." 

"  Of  course  I'm  not.  You  know  there  are 
some  things  that  do  make  a  man  behave  rather 
queerly." 

Such,  for  instance.  Alec  thought,  though  he 
did  not  say  so,  as  coming  home  and  finding  the 
girl  you  love  engaged  to  somebody  else. 
VOL.  III.  M 
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Such,  Roda  thought,  though  she  did  not  say 
so  either,  as  falKng  in  love  with  some  German 
Linda,  and  having  to  make  the  EngUsh  Linda 
understand  that  he  was  tired  of  her. 

"Yes,"  she  said,  "I  know  there  are.  I 
quite  expected  you  would  be  different.  At 
least,  I  expected  so,  as  soon  as  I  began  to  know 
that  you " 

"  As  soon  as  you  began  to  know  that  I  knew 
how  things  were — that  is  what  you  mean,  I 
suppose.  So  you  had  been  thinking  about  it 
beforehand,  then  ?  Well,  well,  it's  all  right. 
But  you  know  it  did  make  me  feel  rather  queer 
at  first,  when  I  came  home." 

Roda  could  quite  believe  that.  At  any  rate, 
if  it  did  not  make  him  feel  queer,  it  ought  to 
have  done,  to  have  to  confess  himself  a  turn- 
coat in  that  way. 

"  But  I'm  reconciled  to  it  nov/,  Roda,  and 
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I'm  sure  I  wish  you  every  happiness." 

Roda  thanked  him,  though  she  could  not  see 
very  clearly  where  the  happiness  was  to  come 
from.  x\nd  she  thought  the  least  she  could  do 
was  to  say  as  much  for  him.  Accordingly,  she 
said,  still  trying  hard  to  appear  indifferent  about 
it— 

"  And  I'm  sure  I  wish  you  the  same.  Alec. 
I  hope  you  will  be  very  happy  indeed." 

Alec  broke  into  another  mocking  laugh. 

"  Oh  !  yes.  I  take  that  for  granted.  Girls 
always  do  say  they  wish  a  fellow  every  happi- 
ness when  they've  got  tired  of  him,  and  want 
to  throw  him  overboard.  I'm  much  obliged  to 
you.  I  assure  you  words  quite  fail  to  express 
the  extent  of  my  gratitude." 

That  last  speech  was  too  much.  It  was  bad 
enough  of  Alec  to  change  towards  her  in  this 
way,  but  to  put  the  blame  of  it  upon  her  by 
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suggesting  that  she  had  begun  it  by  getting 
tired  of  him,  when  all  that  long  time  she  had 
been  thinking  of  him,  and  remembering  him  so 
kindly,  and  only  caring  to  be  beautiful  or 
attractive  that  he  might  love  her  more, — that 
was  the  last  strain  that  Eoda  could  not  bear. 
Like  Alec's  contemptuous  gratitude,  her  sorrow 
could  not  find  words  to  express  itself.  She  got 
up,  her  lip  quivering,  the  great  tears  dropping 
from  her  eyelashes,  and  went  away. 

"  I  say,  Roda,  come  back.  How  stupid  it  is 
of  you  to  begin  to  cry  !  I  can't  think  why 
girls  always  begin  to  cry  when  they  get  out  of 
temper.  I  didn't  mean  to  vex  you.  Are  you 
really  sorry  I'm  going  away  ? — because,  if  you 
are,  I'll " 

But  Roda  was  out  of  hearing.  He  had 
spoken  just  too  late. 

He  did  not  run  after  her,  and  catch  her,  as 
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he  used  to  do  sometimes,  when  she  was  a  little 
girl  in  frocks  and  black  stuff  aprons.  He  just 
stayed  there  by  the  study  fire,  thinking  about 
things,  wondering  what  it  all  meant,  wonder- 
ing why  he  could  not  forget  her  entirely — 
sweep  her  out  of  his  heart,  as  Fits  was  sweep- 
ing the  dead  leaves  out  of  the  garden,  when  he 
came  home  unawares  that  autumn  afternoon, 
and  kissed  the  fair  young  face  that  was  uplifted 
to  him  with  such  innocent  delight. 

She  might  be  changeful,  she  might  be 
inconstant,  she  might  even  be  false ;  but  the 
memory  of  her  love,  and  he  knew  he  had  it 
once,  was  better  to  him  than  the  hope  of  any 
other.  He  could  not  forget  her.  He  could 
not  take  back  what  he  had  given  so  truly  and 
honestly.  The  only  thing  for  him  now  was  to 
go  away  somewhere,  and  begin  a  new,  quiet, 
unhopeful  life,  in   which  the   longing  for  her 
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should  not  have  any  place ;  in  which,  by  hard 
work  and  useful  endeavour  for  the  happiness 
of  others,  he  might  possibly  learn,  by-and-by, 
that  there  are  other  worthier  things  in  the  world 
than  loving  and  being  loved. 

He  might  try,  if  he  liked,  but  a  heart  like 
Alec's  would  never  come  to  the  knowledge  of 
that  truth. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

TTE  began  the  process  by  packing  up  all  his 
things,  Canadian  travelling  dress,  little 
black  valise,  and  bit  of  Virginian  creeper 
included,  and  transferring  them  to  Miss 
Govan's  tidy  little  room  at  No.  3,  Ulphus 
Court.     Then,  after  a  rough 

"  Good-bye— I'm  off," 
to  Roda,  accompanied  by  a  hearty  slam  of  the 
study-door — for  he  had  gone  there  to  take  his 
leave  of  her — and  a  very  courteous  farewell  to 
Aunt  Philhs  and  Dr.  Montagu,  who,  in  express- 
ing their  regret  that  he  was  going  to  leave  them, 
also  expressed  their  satisfaction  with   the  stu- 
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dious  ardour  which  had  taken  him  away,  he 
followed  in  the  train  of  his  baggage,  and,  within 
a  week  of  his  arrival  at  the  Old  Deanery,  he 
found  himself  looking  out  through  white  cur- 
tained windows  upon  a  square  plot  of  ground, 
with  two  tall  elm-trees  in  the  middle  of  it,  be- 
yond which  the  sparrows  were  twittering  in  the 
end  gableS'Of  what  had  once  been  the  residence 
of  the  Bishop  of  Ulphusby,  but  was  now  let  out 
in  six  tenements  to  as  many  elderly  gentlewomen, 
who  lived  an  exceedingly  harmless,  uneventful 
life  there. 

He  soon  settled  down  to  real  hard  w^ork  at 
the  college,  relieved  sometimes,  when  he  came 
home  at  night,  by  half  an  hour  of  friendly  chat 
with  Marian  and  her  mother,  or  Marian  only ; 
for  Mrs.  Govan,  though  generally  in  her  place 
by  the  fireside,  did  not  venture  much  into  con- 
versation.    Still   it  pleased  her  to  know  what 
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was  ^01* ng  on.  She  liked  to  listen  to  Alec's 
recollections  of  the  far  West,  his  almost  roman- 
tic adventures  amongst  the  Red  Indians  and 
their  squaws ;  or  to  hear  his  merry  stories  of  Ger- 
man student  life,  told  with  that  racy  humour 
•which  he  knew  so  well  how  to  put  into  any- 
thing. They  soon  began  to  look  forward  to 
those  evenings  when  there  was  nothing  to  be 
done  in  the  College  class-rooms,  as  a  pleasant 
finish  to  their  long  quiet  days  in  the  Ulphus 
Court  house.  They  seemed  to  bring  a  waft  of 
fresh  air  into  it,  a  breeze  of  that  wholesome, 
healthy  outer  life  which  was  so  much  needed  to 
keep  the  inner  one  from  entirely  stagnating. 

As  Aunt  Phillis  had  said,  Alec  was  not  like 
an  ordinary  lodger.  That  kind  old  lady  had 
taken  great  pains  to  impress  upon  Marian,  when 
making  arrangements  about  the  apartments, 
that  she  loved  young  Mr.  lanson  as  if  he  had 
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been  her  own  son,  and  that  any  kindness 
Marian  could  show  to  liim,  in  order  to  make  him 
feel  more  at  home  with  them,  she  should  consi- 
der as  shown  to  herself.  And  she  hoped  that 
Mrs.  Govan  would  ask  him  to  come  and  sit 
with  them  sometimes  in  an  evening,  when  he 
w^as  not  obliged  to  go  to  the  College,  or  did  not 
care  to  come  across  to  the  Old  Deanery.  He 
was  a  very  sociable,  warm-hearted  young  man, 
she  added,  and  would  value  a  kindness  of  that 
sort  more  than  many  students,  wdiose  only  ob- 
ject was  to  get  their  pennyworth  for  their 
penny,  and  to  make  themselves  as  comfortable 
as  they  could  for  as  little  expense  as  possible. 
And  she  said  she  was  quite  sure  he  would  come 
to  them  prepared  to  be  one  of  the  family,  to 
help  them  and  be  a  comfort  to  them,  just  as 
Avery  might  have  been  if  he  had  stayed  at  home. 
Indeed,  wdien  Alec  first  mentioned  about  want- 
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ing  to  have  rooms  of  his  own,  in  order  to 
study  more  uninterruptedly,  the  thought  had 
flashed  into  her  mind  at  once  that  he  would  be 
the  very  person  for  the  Ulphus  Court  house, 
because  of  his  being  so  pleasant  to  get  on  with ; 
and  Mrs.  Govan  would  be  the  very  lady  for 
him  to  go  to,  because,  knowing  the  Old  Deanery 
family  so  well,  she  would  naturally  feel  more 
interest  in  him,  and  try  to  make  him  comfortable 
by  various  little  attentions,  which  perhaps  might 
not  have  been  offered  to  a  stranger. 

Having  explained  matters  thus  far,  Miss 
Chickory  trotted  home  again,  feeling  that  she 
had  done  a  good  day's  work,  both  for  Alec  Ian- 
son  and  her  friends  at  Ulphus  Court.  For  she 
was  quite  sure  that  they  might  search  far  and 
wide  before  they  found  another  young  man  so 
pleasant  and  agreeable  as  Alec,  and  it  was 
equally  certain  that  he  might  have  scoured  Ul- 
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pliusby  from  end  to  end  to  meet  with  a  home 
where  so  much  rest  and  quietness  and  kindness 
would  be  at  his  disposal. 

So  far  as  Alec  was  concerned,  perhaps  his 
removal  to  Ulphus  Court  was  the  best  change 
that  could  have  been  devised  for  him.  It 
brought  out  a  new  side  of  his  character,  which, 
at  the  Old  Deanery,  had  scarcely  had  room  to 
develop  itself.  There  was  a  fine  store  of 
benevolence  hidden  away  in  his  heart,  which 
made  him  rejoice  to  do  good  to  other  people. 
He  had  no  greater  gladness  than  to  know  that 
he  was  making  somebody  happy.  Only  when 
he  felt  that  he  had  been  misunderstood  or  ill- 
used,  this  good-will  turned  into  bitterness,  and 
the  resistance  which  lay  side  by  side  with  it, 
forced  into  action  to  cover  the  wound  which  he 
had  received,  made  him,  even  of  set  purpose, 
hurt  and  irritate  those  whom  yet  he  could  not 
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quite  cast  away  from  him.  At  Ulphus  Court 
there  was  no  place  for  resistance  or  bitterness. 
None  knew  of  the  wound  he  had  received. 
There  was  no  need  to  hide  it  by  assumed  in- 
difference or  gaiety.  Marian  Govan  was  just 
the  woman  to  calm  and  satisfy  a  man  chafed  by 
the  inconstancy  of  a  merry,  flirtish  young  girl. 
All  that  he  felt  on  that  first  night  of  their  meet- 
ing she  could  be  to  him,  she  did  become.  And 
in  the  knowledge  that  he  could  brighten  her 
life,  give  to  it  the  shelter  of  his  strength,  the 
help  of  his  wider  experience,  he  found  the  surest 
antidote  to  that  root  of  bitterness  which  might 
otherwise  have  spread  itself  throughout  his 
whole  being. 

Perhaps,  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  influence 
which  Marian  Govan  exerted  upon  him  at  a 
time  when  he  was  peculiarly  open  to  influences, 
either  for  good  or  evil,  he  would  have  become  a 
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hard,  worldly  man,  a  social  sceptic,  an  unbeliever 
in  goodness  and  sincerity,  a  despiser  of  all  things 
gentle  and  pious.  It  was  her  simple  life,  lived 
before  him  day  by  day,  her  patient  self-denial, 
the  nobility  of  motive  which  overlaid  like  pure 
gold  the  drudgery  of  her  else  unheroic  toil, 
which  kept  alive  within  him  his  faith  in  woman's 
worth.  And  it  was  the  help  given  from  his 
strength  to  her  weakness,  the  comfort  and 
brightness  he  felt  he  could  put  into  her  life, 
which  nourished  the  better  part  of  his  own. 
There  was  yet  something  for  him  to  feed  upon, 
apart  from  the  studies,  which,  however  diligently 
he  applied  himself  to  them,  could  only  help  him 
to  forget,  could  only  keep  him  from  looking  at 
the  emptiness  within,  but  never  bring  anything 
to  fill  it.  If,  remembering  the  past,  he  saw 
love  turned  to  indifference,  promises  broken, 
fair  seeming  changed  for  cruel  doing ;  looking 
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upon  the  present,  which,  after  all,  is  the  most 
needful  thing  for  a  man  to  look  upon,  he  saw 
good  in  his  power  to  do ;  numberless  deeds  of 
kindness,  costing  little  to  him,  worth  much  to 
those  for  whom  they  were  done.  And  so  far  as 
any  life  which  goes  out  of  itself  in  thought  for 
the  weal  of  others,  does  by  that  very  outgoing 
make  room  for  a  free  current  to  blow  into  it 
from  above,  so  far  was  the  sadly  dwindled 
stream  of  Alec's  happiness  kept  from  drying  up, 
and  the  springs  of  goodness  within  him  from 
being  choked. 

For  Marian  Govau,  his  coming  to  live  at  the 
Ulphus  Court  house  was  like  sunshine  after  long 
cloud  and  gloom.  True,  it  could  not  help  away 
the  one  great  anxiety  which  lay  upon  her  mind 
now,  that  secret  dread  for  Avery  lest  he  should 
come  to  shame.  That  must  be  kept  for  ever  to 
herself,  just  as  Alec's  own  sharp  peculiar  grief, 


176  Alec's  Bride, 

the  loss  of  Roda's  love,  must  never  be  allowed 
to  pass  into  words,  must  never  be  shared  by 
any  friend,  however  dear.  They  had  each  their 
own  little  sanctuary  of  suffering,  whose  doors 
were  always  closed.  But  little  by  little,  as  their 
pleasant  intercourse  grew  into  intimacy,  and 
their  better  knowledge  of  each  other  ripened 
that  intimacy  into  friendship,  a  new  brightness 
seemed  to  spring  up  in  Marian's  life.  It  was  so 
pleasant  to  care  for  someone  who  felt  that  care 
as  Avery  had  never  felt  it.  There  was  a  fast- 
rooted  kindliness  in  her  nature  which  would 
have  made  her  toil  for  anyone  who  needed  such 
toil ;  but  what  a  wondrous  spring  and  freshness 
animated  it  when  she  found  that  it  brought  its 
meed  of  appreciation  !  What  a  sweet  surprise 
gladdened  all  her  heart  when  Alec  first  thanked 
her  for  her  kindness  to  him ;  when  he  said  in 
his  own  honest,  unaffected  way — 
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^'  i\IIss  Govan,  you  are  as  good  as  a  sister  to 
me.  I  never  thought  I  could  have  been  so 
happy  as  you  make  me  here !" 

She  had  never  looked  for  words  like  these. 
They  were  like  the  beautiful  little  flower  which 
Mungo  Park  found  in  the  African  wilds  ;  only 
that  they  told  her,  not  of  God's  great  love,  but 
of  human  kindness  and  gratitude,  which  she  had 
almost  forgotten,  so  rarely  had  they  brightened 
her  path. 

After  that,  next  to  caring  for  her  mother's 
wants,  it  was  her  greatest  joy  to  do  anything  for 
him,  and  this  the  more  because  he  gave  back  so 
richly  to  her  the  little  which  her  womanly 
humility  told  her  she  could  give  to  him.  She 
had  not  now  to  bear  all  the  burdens  of  her  life 
alone.  So  much  of  it  as  a  trusty  friend  could 
take,  Alec  carried  for  her.  The  care  which 
Avery  might  have  taken,   but   would  not,   Alec 
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took.     And  taking  that,  he  took  with  it  heahng 
for  himself. 

Healing,  but  not  forgetfulness.  There  was 
no  cure  but  time  for  the  wound  which  had  not 
ceased  to  vex  him  yet.  The  very  bitterness  and 
impatience  which  the  thought  of  Koda  roused 
within  him,  proved,  like  her  own  impetuous  rest- 
lessness, the  depth  of  the  love  which  would  not 
let  itself  be  cast  forth.  He  tried  to  reason  him- 
self into  the  belief  that  it  was  all  for  the  best, 
that  she  really  w^as  not  good  enough  for  him, 
that  the  time  would  come  before  long  when  he 
should  see  wdiat  an  escape  he  had  had  in  being 
deprived  of  that  which  now  seemed  so  heavy  a 
loss ;  that  there  w^ere  better  women  in  the 
world,  kinder,  more  faithful  women,  who  could 
even  yet  fill  his  cup  to  overflowing,  and  put 
upon  his  life  its  crown  of  happy  completeness. 
It  was  no  use.     He  felt,  far  down  in  his  heart, 


Alecs  Bride.  179 

that  slie  was  the  one  out  of  all  the  world  whom 
he  had  chosen  for  his  own,  chosen  with  a  choice 
that  could  only  once  be  made.  Although  he 
had  a  fierce  pleasure  in  saying  hard,  rude  things 
to  her,  yet  he  had  that  deep  yearning  tenderness 
for  her  that  he  could  have  felled  any  other  man 
w^ho  dared  to  say  them.  He  despised  himself 
for  not  being  able  to  forget  her,  and  yet  there 
was  a  bitter-sweet  in  his  love  which  he  would 
not  for  all  the  world  have  lost.  He  never  came 
away  from  the  Old  Deanery  but  with  a  heart 
full  of  ineffectual  strife  and  misery,  and  yet  day 
after  day  he  found  his  way  there,  and  teased 
and  taunted  poor  Roda  until  the  colour  went 
out  of  her  cheeks,  and  the  light  out  of  her  eyes, 
and  the  sweetness  out  of  her  life.  If  he  met 
Mr.  Fabian  in  the  street,  he  had  to  cross  over 
to  the  other  side  to  avoid  putting  out  his  arm 
to  knock  him  down,  so  strong  was  the  sense  of 
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injustice  and  wrong  that  impelled  him  to  strike 
and  have  done  -with  it ;  and  yet  a  restless  im- 
pulse seemed  to  push  him  day  by  day  towards 
the  church  of  St.  Chad's,  just  when  the  hand- 
some curate,  in  black-girdled  vestment  of  serge, 
was  turning  in  to  primes,  nones,  or  vespers. 
There  was  no  relief  for  him  but  to  work  hard  ; 
no  rest  but  to  try  to  do  some  sort  of  good  in  the 
world,  and  to  stifle,  if  he  could  not  wholly  con- 
quer, the  mischief  which  Dr.  Montagu  s  fair 
daughter  had  wrought. 

One  evening  he  came  in,  as  he  generally  did 
two  or  three  times  a  week,  to  sit  for  half  an 
hour  with  Mrs.  Govan  and  Marian.  These 
evenings  were  as  great  a  relief  to  him  as  to  them. 
Sometimes  they  got  almost  merry  together. 
The  native  brightness  of  Marian's  disposition, 
kept  down  so  long  by  the  untoward  circum- 
stances of  her  daily  life,  forced  its  way  out,  and 
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her  face  used  to  Hofhten  up,  and  her  voice  grow 
animated,  and  she  would  appear  ahuost  beauti- 
ful. Alec  used  to  think  then  what  a  charming 
woman  she  would  have  made,  if  only  there  had 
been  a  more  generous  mixture  of  good  fortune 
in  her  life.  He  fancied,  sometimes,  that  if  he 
had  never  seen  Koda,  if  her  brightness  had  not 
so  dazzled  his  eyes,  that,  like  the  sun  too 
earnestly  gazed  upon,  it  had  left  a  black  stain 
wherever  he  looked,  he  should  have  fallen  in 
love  with  Marian  Govan.  There  was  such  a 
sweet  restfulness  about  her.  Hers  was  just  the 
face  which  a  man  who  had  seen  no  other  like 
Roda's  might  desire  to  have  in  his  home  and  bv 
his  fireside,  a  perpetual  benediction  there.  Some- 
thing of  this  must  have  spoken  in  his  look  some- 
times, for,  meeting  it,  Marian  turned  hers  quickly 
away,  and  a  touch  of  conscious  restraint  ruffled 
the  calmness  of  her  manner. 
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But  to-nitrlit  she  seemed  put  out  of  her  way 
about  something.  Not  put  out  of  temper,  for 
no  anxiety  belonging  to  herself  or  anyone  else 
ever  had  that  effect  upon  Marian  Govan.  But 
there  seemed  so  evident  a  weight  upon  her, 
that  Alec  could  not  help  noticing  it,  and  as  he 
knew  enough  of  her  now  to  share  most  of  her 
little  cares,  he  asked  if  anything  had  happened 
to  annoy  her. 

"  Yes,"  she  answered,  with  straightforward 
simplicity — ''  I  had  a  call  from  Mrs.  Dexter  this 
afternoon,  which  has  troubled  me  a  good  deal." 

"Mrs.  Dexter,"  and  Alec  gave  himself  an 
impatient  twitch  — "  why,  she  is  the  sister  of 
the  handsome  young  curate,  is  she  not  ?  I 
mean  that  Mr.  Fabian,  wdio  does  the  postures 
at  St.  Chad's." 

"Mr.  Fabian  is  the  curate  of  St.  Chad's," 
said  Marian,  very  quietly. 
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And  tliough  that  was  all  she  said,  Alec  felt 
the  rebuke  implied  in  the  words. 

^'  I  beg  your  pardon — I  do  indeed.  I  did 
not  know  you  liked  that  sort  of  thing,  or  I  am 
sure  I  would  not  have  said  it." 

"  I  do  not  care  for  it,"  Marian  replied,  "  but 
some  people  who  do  are  helped  by  it  to  live  a 
more  beautiful  life  than  they  could  without 
such  externalisms ;  and  I  don't  like  to  ridicule 
what  I  cannot  understand.  But  that  has  no- 
thing to  do  with  Mrs.  Dexter." 

"  No  ;  and  I  want  to  know  what  Mrs.  Dexter 
has  to  do  with  you." 

"  She  came  this  afternoon  to  say  that  she 
should  be  obliged  to  remove  her  children  to 
another  school,  as  she  wishes  them  to  begin 
Latin,  and  I  am  not  able  to  teach  it.  I  lost 
two  pupils  the  other  day  for  that  very  reason, 
and  Canon  Maury  said  he  would  have  sent  his 
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little  boy  when  I  began  again  after  Christmas, 
only  it  was  needful  for  him  to  go  where  he 
could  be  taught  Latin,  to  prepare  him  for  the 
Grammar  School." 

"  And  why  can't  you  teach  Latin  ?" 
"  Because  I  don't  know  anything  about  it.  I 
would  have  got  Avery  to  teach  me  when  first  I 
began  to  think  of  taking  pupils ;  because,  you 
know,  he  learned  for  a  long  time  at  the  High 
School  in  Glasgow  ;  but  he  was  always  busy 
about  something  else,  and  I  could  not  do  much 
good  with  it  by  myself." 

Alec  sat  still  for  a  while,  thinking.  It  would 
never  do  for  ^liss  Govan  to  lose  her  pupils  one 
after  another  in  this  way,  if  he  could  help  her 
to  keep  them  together.  He  knew  what  a 
struggle  she  had  had  to  make  a  livelihood  for 
herself  and  her  mother,  even  when  the  school 
was  prospering,  and  she  had  as  much  music- 
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teaching  as  she  could  attend  to.  He  knew, 
also,  that  as  her  mother's  health  declined,  she 
would  be  obliged  to  give  up  going  out,  and 
depend  for  their  support  entirely  upon  what 
she  could  earn  at  home.  If  the  school  failed, 
she  would  not  know  in  what  direction  to  turn. 

"  Miss  Govan,"  he  said,  ^'  I'll  tell  you  what 
I'll  do.  I'll  teach  you  Latin,  if  you  would  like 
to  learn.  You  could  soon  get  up  as  much  as 
you  want  to  prepare  those  children  for  the 
Grammar  School." 

Marian's  face  brightened.  She  had  known 
Alec  long  enough  to  be  sure  that  when  he  said 
a  thing  he  meant  it.  And  he  was  one  of  the 
very  few  people  that  she  was  willing  to  put 
herself  under  obligation  to.  There  was  a  fair 
amount  of  independence  about  Miss  Govan, 
although  her  self-esteem  never  arose  to  a  height 
worth  speaking  of. 
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"  I  should  indeed  be  glad  to  learn,  Mr. 
lanson,  if  you  would  not  mind  the  trouble  of 
teachinc^  me.  I  would  try  to  get  on  as  fast  as 
I  could,  though  I  know  I  am  not  very  clever  in 
taking  up  anything  fresh." 

"  Oh  !  never  mind  that.  I  can  soon  put  you 
into  the  way  of  helping  yourself.  If  you  only 
want  to  learn,  you  can  get  along  fast  enough. 
Have  you  your  brother's  books  f 

"  No ;  we  sold  them,  along  with  a  great 
many  other  things,  when  we  came  away  from 
Glasgow." 

"  Well,  then,  you  shall  have  mine  that  I  used 
at  Frankfort,  and  every  day  we  will  have 
twenty  minutes  over  them,  besides  what  you  do 
on  your  own  account.  And  then  I  think,  if 
you  are  not  the  biggest  dunce  in  Ulphusby — 
and  you  know  some  of  the  Ulphusby  dunces 
are  very  big — you  will  have  learned  as  much  by 
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Easter  as  will  qualify  you  at  any  rate  to  get 
little  boys  ready  for  the  Grammar  School,  and 
meet  the  present  requirements  of  the  posture- 
master's  sister — I  beg  your  pardon,  ^Ir.  Fabian's 
sister.  It  will  never  do,  you  know,  for  our 
establishment  to  come  to  grief  because  the 
'  missis'  hasn't  a  bowing  acquaintance  with  the 
classics." 

Alec  fetched  his  Latin  books  there  and  then, 
that  the  first  lesson  might  be  given  without 
further  delay.  But  after  that  evening,  what- 
ever might  be  his  engagements  at  the  College, 
he  always  contrived  to  spare  twenty  minutes 
daily  for  his  pupil.  Sometimes  the  lesson  was 
given  early  in  the  morning,  sometimes  when 
she  came  home  from  her  music  teaching ;  but 
oftener  at  night,  wdien  the  day's  toil  was  done 
with,  and  no  other  needful  duty  kept  either  of 
them  to  their  stint  of  time.     If  only  it  was   as 
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great  a  pleasure  to  Alec  to  teach  as  for  his  pupil 
to  learn,  his  life  was  not  so  ver}^  miserable  after 
all. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

TT  was  early  in  February  when  Alec  took  up 
his  quarters  at  the  old  house  in  Ulphus 
Court.  When  he  looked  out  of  his  window  in 
a  morning,  there  was  generally  a  touch  of  hoar 
frost  on  the  many-tinted  lichened  roofs,  and 
sometimes  a  cowl  of  snow  on  the  head  of  St. 
Ulphus,  the  patron  saint  who  stood  carved  in 
stone  over  the  archway  leading  into  the  quad- 
rangle. And  sometimes  the  snow  hung  like 
hoary  beards  from  the  mouldering  heads  that 
leaned  out  over  the  spouts,  and  sometimes  it 
glistened  until  noonday  on  the  ivy  leaves,  mak- 
ing them  seem  when  the  sun  shone  upon  them 
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like  those  which  Roda  wore  in  her  hair  when 
she  came  home  from  Mrs.  Falconer's  ball. 
Perhaps  that  was  why  Alec  looked  at  them  so 
often,  instead  of  the  volumes  of  Moral  Philoso- 
phy which  he  ought  to  have  been  getting  up 
for  his  professor. 

Then  the  six  elderly  ladies  who  lived  in  the 
former  bishop's  palace  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  quadrangle,  put  out  as  many  trim  little 
green  boxes  in  front  of  their  respective  win- 
dows, from  which,  in  due  time,  there  sprung  up 
six  rows  of  different  coloured  crocuses,  orange, 
yellow,  purple,  and  white,  contrasting  very 
brilliantly  with  the  crumbling  old  walls  which 
formed  a  background  to  them.  Occasionally  a 
spare,  tidily  dressed  lady  came  to  one  or  other  of 
the  windows,  opened  it,  pulled  her  curtains 
aside,  and  meditated  upon  her  own  special  little 
garden  of  delights,  pulling  off  here  and  there  a 
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faded  leaf,  or  tying  up  a  flower  which  the  night 
wind  had  been  playing  with  rather  too  rudely. 
But  if  by  any  chance  she  saw  Alec  taking  no- 
tice of  her  from  the  opposite  side,  she  shut  the 
window  and  pulled  down  the  blind,  having  a 
misty  impression  that  it  was  not  proper  to  be 
looked  at  by  a  member  of  the  opposite  sex. 

Then  as  the  days  grew  longer,  and  the  sun- 
shine poured  more  warmly  into  the  quadrangle, 
the  two  elm  trees  put  out  their  white  buds,  and 
the  rooks  who  owned  the  top  branches  came  to 
take  possession,  doing  so  with  much  apparently 
needless  waste  of  energy  in  cawing  and  flutter- 
ing before  they  could  finally  make  up  their 
minds  in  which  nests  to  settle  for  their  spring 
and  summer  housekeeping.  After  the  rooks 
had  once  made  their  appearance,  the  season 
seemed  to  advance  very  rapidly.  The  swallows 
began  to  twitter  under  the  eaves ;  the  sparrows 
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chirped  in  the  ivy ;  now  and  then  a  thrush 
alighted  on  one  of  the  tall  gables,  and  sang  his 
"  gloria  in  excelsis  "  there.  Flower  girls  came 
into  the  quadrangle  with  baskets  full  of  prim- 
roses and  violets ;  pots  of  mignonette  made  their 
appearance  behind  the  windows ;  the  old  ladies 
trotted  out  with  their  gardening  aprons  to  sow 
seeds  and  trim  up  the  clematis  round  their 
doors ;  painters  and  whitewashers  prowled  about 
the  place  with  an  eye  to  business.  Finally  a 
very  funny-looking  old  man  in  corduroy  breeches 
and  a  blue  coat  with  brass  buttons,  came  with 
his  scythe,  and  began  to  mow  the  grass. 

The  old  man  was  Fits.  When  he  made  his 
appearance  in  the  quadrangle,  all  the  ladies 
said, 

^*  We  must  have  our  carpets  up.  It  is  time 
for  the  spring  cleaning." 

Because  Fits  never  came  until  the  fourteenth 
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of  April.  And  whether  it  was  rain,  hail,  wind, 
or  snow,  on  the  fourteenth  of  April  he  always 
did  come,  to  begin  to  mow  the  lawn. 

Koda  went  into  the  Old  Deanery  garden  one 
day,  and  missing  him,  asked  little  Fits  where  his 
grandfather  was.  The  lad  scratched  his  head 
and  opened  his  mouth  very  wide,  as  he  generally 
did  when  anyone  asked  him  a  question. 

"  Please,  miss,  he's  gone  to  Ulphus  Court,  to 
get  agate  of  mowing  the  grass." 

Then  Roda  remembered  that  this  was  the 
fourteenth  of  April.  Alec  had  been  gone  away 
more  than  two  months. 

They  had  been  very  drear}"  months.  He  used 
to  come  two  or  three  times  a  week  to  the  Old 
Deanery,  to  play  chess  with  her  papa,  or  tell 
him  how  he  was  getting  on  with  his  studies. 
Or,  if  Dr.  Montagu  happened  to  be  out,  he 
would  have  a  long  talk  with  Aunt  Phillis  about 
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Mrs.  Govan  and  Marian.  He  was  always  very 
loud  in  his  praises  of  Marian.  Roda  did  not  know 
if  he  said  it  on  purpose  to  vex  her,  but  he 
always  praised  Miss  Govan  most  particularly 
for  those  things  in  which  Roda  felt  that  she  her- 
self was  painfully  deficient.  He  said  so  much 
about  her  patience,  and  her  sweet  temper,  and 
her  gentle,  quiet  ways,  and  how  cheerfully  she 
toiled  on  with  her  school,  never  seeming  to 
think  herself  above  anything  that  she  had  to  do. 
He  said  he  began  to  see  that  there  was  nothing 
so  good  in  a  woman  as  sweet  temper  and  gentle- 
ness. They  were  far  before  beauty  or  clever- 
ness, or  anything  of  that  sort.  Indeed,  people 
who  thought  themselves  beauties  were  always  so 
spoiled  with  flattery  and  compliment,  that  they 
did  not  seem  able  to  care  for  anything  sensible ; 
they  were  never  content  unless  somebody  was 
saying  fine  things  to  them. 
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Roda  felt  that  Alec  was  looking  at  her  when 
he  talked  in  this  way,  but  she  was  determined 
that  he  should  not  know  she  was  conscious  of 
the  rebuke.  She  used  to  keep  her  eyes  fixed 
upon  her  work,  and  try  to  appear  very  uncon- 
cerned, though  all  the  time  she  was  positively 
shaking  with  suppressed  vexation.  She  most 
dreaded  Aunt  Phillis  going  out  of  the  room, 
though,  and  leaving  her  alone  with  Alec^  for 
then  he  was  sure  to  say  something  disagreeable. 
If  she  blazed  up  into  anything  like  temper,  he 
used  to  laugh  at  her,  and  remark  that  if  she  had 
changed  in  everything  else — laying  very  great 
stress  upon  '^  everything^^ — she  had  certainly  not 
changed  in  that.  If  she  bore  his  rudeness  pati- 
ently, he  said  he  supposed  she  was  afraid  of 
having  to  confess  to  the  posture-master,  as  he 
always  called  Mr.  Fabian,  that  she  had  given 
way  to  an  unrenewed  spirit.     And  once  when, 
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almost  weaned  out  with  his  teasing,  she  told 
him  how  different  he  was  from  what  he  used  to 
be  when  he  came  to  them  before,  he  only  laughed 
loud  and  said, 

"Different!  I  should  just  think  that  lam 
different.  Did  you  ever  suppose  that  I  was  going 
to  be  anything  else  but  different  ?" 

Though,  after  he  had  said  that,  he  was  quiet 
for  a  long  time,  as  if  he  was  thinking  about 
something  very  important — Linda  most  likely, 
who  had  made  all  the  difference. 

It  was  always  a  great  relief  when  Aunt 
Phillis  came  back  again,  and  Alec  gave  over 
his  disagreeable,  taunting  ways.  He  never  said 
anything  disagreeable  when  Aunt  Phillis  was 
there  to  hear.  He  seemed  to  keep  all  his  ill- 
temper,  and  impertinence,  and  snappishness,  for 
Koda's  own  special  benefit. 

And  yet  she  would  have  been  still  more  miser- 
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able  if  he  Lad  never  come  at  all.  Even  if  he 
did  not  take  any  notice  of  her,  she  liked  to  sit 
and  look  at*liiin,  when  he  did  not  know  that  she 
was  looking.  And  she  liked  to  watch  his  ways, 
they  were  so  simple  and  unaffected,  so  different 
from  Mr.  Fabian's,  who  did  ever^'thing  as  if  he 
had  learned  it  out  of  a  sixpenny  book  of  etiquette. 
And  he  did  appear  sometimes  as  if  he  wanted 
to  be  kind  to  her.  He  was  always  ready  to  do 
anything  for  her  that  she  could  not  do  for  her- 
self. 

Once,  when  she  was  trying  to  get  a  book  from 
one  of  the  top  shelves,  he  had  come  right  across 
the  room  and  reached  it  down,  and  put  it  into 
her  hand,  ^Yithout  even  saying  a  word,  or  giving 
her  time  to  thank  him.  And  one  evening  she 
was  cutting  some  strips  of  leather  for  her  leather 
work,  w^hilst  he  was  playing  chess  with  her 
papa,  and  the  stuff  was  almost  too  hard  for  her, 
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it  made  her  fingers  ache  to  cut  it.  She  did  not 
think  he  would  notice  what  she  was  doing,  but 
he  got  up  from  the  chess-table,  and  took  the 
scissors  out  of  her  hand,  and  cut  as  much  as  she 
wanted,  only  saying  when  he  had  finished — 

"  It  is  not  the  hardest  work  you  will  have  to 
do,  Eoda." 

And  another  time,  when  she  was  trying  to  lift 
a  very  heavy  portfolio,  he  had  almost  pushed 
her  away  from  it,  and  carried  it  himself  just 
where  she  wanted  it.  He  would  not  have  done 
such  things  as  those  if  he  had  really  disliked 
her ;  and  yet,  why  did  he  seem  to  take  such  a 
pleasure  at  other  times  in  plaguing  her  and  say- 
ing things  that  he  knew  must  make  her  feel  as 
miserable  as  ever  she  could  be?  She  wished 
sometimes  she  could  fire  up  and  be  downright 
rude  to  him,  or  go  into  a  passion  and  frighten 
him,  as  she  used  to  frighten  Malala  a  long  time 
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ago,  when  she  was  quite  a  little  girl.  But  then 
it  would  be  no  use.  He  would  only  laugh,  and 
that  would  make  her  worse  than  ever.  She 
might  as  well  go  and  strike  that  old  stone  wall 
where  the  Virginian  creeper  grew,  expecting  it 
to  fall  down,  as  tr\'  to  make  any  impression  on 
Alec  by  her  poor  little  feeble  words.  She 
could  not  even  vex  him  now,  as  she  did  that  first 
day  after  he  came  back.  She  had  no  power 
over  him  at  all.  She  could  not  set  him  at  de- 
fiance, either,  by  flirting  with  Mr.  Fabian,  for 
he  had  got  so  used  to  it  now  that  he  took  no 
notice  of  it.  There  was  nothing  that  she  could 
do  to  him,  and  yet  he  was  spoiling  her  life  for 
her  ever\'  day,  and  making  her  feel  as  if  she  did 
not  care  for  anything  or  anybody. 

Eoda  used  to  lie  awake  at  night  sometimes, 
and  think  about  all  these  things.  She  wished, 
as  very  young  girls  do  wish  when  the  first  gust 
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of  trouble  comes,  that  she  mlcrht  die.  She 
thought  it  would  be  so  romantic  to  die.  And 
then  perhaps,  when  it  was  too  late.  Alec  would 
be  very  sorry  that  he  had  been  so  cruel ;  be- 
cause of  course  he  was  to  understand,  somehow, 
before  she  died,  that  he  had  helped  it  on,  that 
she  would  not  have  died  at  all  if  he  had  behaved 
properly  to  her.  Koda  pictured  herself  gradu- 
ally fading  away,  and  taking  an  affectionate 
farewell  of  her  friends,  and  having  flowers 
scattered  over  her,  and  having  a  very  beautiful 
funeral,  with  all  the  people  crying  very  bitterly, 
Alec  most  bitterly  of  them  all,  thinking  if  she 
could  but  come  back  again,  how  differently  he 
would  behave.  And  then  she  used  to  fancy 
Alec  going  to  her  grave  in  the  Ulphusby  ceme- 
tery, which  was  to  have  an  elegant  white  marble 
cross  over  it,  and  placing  wreaths  there,  and 
weeping  afresh,  and  thinking  how  cruel  he  had 
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been.  But  of  course  it  would  be  of  no  use  then. 
He  mi^ht  shed  as  many  tears  as  he  liked,  she 
would  never  come  back  again  to  forgive  him  for 
all  the  suffering  he  had  caused  her. 

Foolish  little  Roda !  As  if  her  living  or  dying 
was  not  appointed  for  her  quite  independently 
of  any  romantic  ideas  of  her  own  about  it.  As 
if — supposing  that  to  be  the  best  for  her — 
the  wisdom  which  orders  all  things  could  not 
make  even  this  trouble  sink  far  down  beneath 
the  quiet  waters  of  forgetfulness,  leaving  her  to 
grow  up  and  be  a  comfort  to  her  papa  and 
Aunt  Phillis,  and  perhaps  settle  down  by-and-by 
into  sober,  substantial  married  life,  just  as  hun- 
dreds and  thousands  of  people  had  done  before 
her,  getting  over  their  disappointments,  or  mak- 
ing the  best  of  them,  and  finding  life  to  be  not 
such  a  wilderness  after  all,  not  so  romantically 
miserable  as  their  young  fancy  had  pictured  it. 
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But  how  vexed  Roda  would  have  been  if  any- 
one had  told  her  that  her  grief  could  pass  away, 
and  that  in  five  years'  time  she  might  be  as 
happy  as  though  Alec  lanson  had  never  lived. 
What  a  cruel  coming  down,  that  possible  marry- 
ing someone  else,  and  being  very  comfortable 
with  him,  from  the  gradual  fading  away,  and 
the  beautiful  funeral,  and  the  white  marble 
cross,  and  the  distracted  Alec  laying  wreaths 
upon  her  grave. 

Roda's  behaviour  towards  Mr.  Fabian,  how- 
ever, was  so  much  altered  as  to  cause  that  worthy 
individual  no  small  uneasiness.  There  was  no 
pretty  blushing  consciousness  now,  when  he 
came  forward  with  his  graceful  speeches,  or 
hovered  round  her  with  those  tender  looks,  looks 
which  had  never  yet  failed  in  winning  what 
they  sought  from  any  other  young  lady.  That 
most  unaccountable  waiving  of  his  offered  ser- 
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vices,  a  few  weeks  ago,  on  the  occasion  of 
Roda's  visit  to  St.  Xinian's  Lodge,  had  been  the 
prelude  to  much  more  which  he  could  not  un- 
derstand. He  felt  himself  baffled.  The  days 
as  they  passed,  brought  him  no  nearer  to  the 
triumphant  issue  of  his  matrimonial  speculations. 
Just  when  he  had  fired  his  signals,  and  got  his 
grappling-irons  ready  for  action,  a  provoking  fog 
had  set  in,  and  he  could  not  see  in  what  direc- 
tion to  steer,  much  less  venture  to  throw  out  his 
hooks  with  any  hope  of  their  catching  in  the 
right  place.  And  though  he  kept  hailing  and 
firing,  and  signalling,  and  running  up  his 
colours,  the  little  craft  would  not  even  give  him 
a  solitary  salute,  or  let  him  know  that  she  was 
within  hearing.  It  was  a  most  awkward  and 
unexpected  situation.  He  was  completely  mysti- 
fied. All  he  could  do  was  to  tack  about,  and 
wait  patiently  until  the  fog  cleared  off  sufficiently 
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to    enable    him    to   take    his    bearings    again. 

In  this  emergency  he  consulted  the  assistant 
captain,  Mrs.  Dexter ;  but  she  could  only  advise 
what  he  was  already  practising — patience. 
These  land-fogs  were  troublesome  things,  she 
said  ;  whilst  they  lasted  nothing  could  be  done. 
Ten  to  one,  if  he  put  on  the  steam,  and  ca- 
reered recklessly  forward  in  the  direction  of  the 
coveted  prize,  he  would  run  foul  of  it,  and  per- 
haps get  sadly  smashed  for  his  temerity.  That 
had  happened  often  enough  before,  under  similar 
circumstances,  when  there  was  only  a  furlong  or 
two  to  make,  and  a  little  patience  would  have 
set  all  straight.  Marcus  must  wait  until  the 
fog  cleared  off.  That  was  the  only  thing  he 
could  do. 

In  other  words,  Mrs.  Dexter  told  her  brother 
that  in  the  conduct  of  such  critical  business  as 
he  had  on  hand,  the  utmost  circumspection  was 
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needed.  Delays  and  misunderstandings  would 
sometimes  arise,  even  when  everything  had 
promised  fairly.  Young  ladies  did  not  always 
know  their  own  minds,  or,  if  they  did  know 
them,  they  liked  other  people  to  think  they  did 
not,  for  that  seemed  to  keep  the  power  in  their 
own  hands  a  little  longer,  and  to  have  the  power 
in  their  own  hands  was  a  pleasant  thing ;  they 
naturally  did  not  wish  to  give  it  up  too  soon. 
So  they  enveloped  themselves  in  a  bewildering 
haze  of  shyness  and  coquetry,  just  to  try  the 
temper  of  their  admirers,  to  find  out  how  far 
they  might  go  without  losing  them  altogether. 
Of  course,  when  there  was  nothing  to  be  secured 
but  the  young  lady,  that  sort  of  thing  could  not 
be  tolerated  very  long.  After  a  judicious 
amount  of  humouring,  she  must  be  given  to 
understand  that  the  time  had  come  for  her  to 
make  up  her  mind  one  way  or  another,  and  let 
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the  power  pass  into  the  hands  of  its  rightful 
owner.  But  when  there  was  property,  connec- 
tion, interest,  position,  everything,  in  fact,  to  be 
gained  by  a  little  timely  indulgence,  that  altered 
the  case  altogether.  Then  it  was  in  the  hio;hest 
degree  advisable  to  wait  patiently  until  the  young 
lady  "came  to"  again,  and  a  definite  under- 
standing could  be  brought  about. 

Which  understanding,  Mrs.  Dexter  thought, 
in  the  present  instance,  could  not  fail,  even  in 
spite  of  a  few  untoward  appearances,  to  be  a 
favourable  one. 

Accordingly  Mr.  Fabian  waited. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

A  LEG  had  got  quite  accustomed  to  his  new 
home.  Its  quiet  never  wearied  him.  Its 
peaceful  monotony  seemed  like  a  cool  hand  laid 
from  day  to  day  upon  his  hot  feverish  life. 
There  was  nothing  in  it  to  remind  him  of  what 
he  had  lost.  If  ^larian  had  had  the  faintest 
touch  of  Roda's  sparkling  vivacity  in  her  dispo- 
sition, she  would  have  vexed  and  chafed  him ; 
if  any  memory  of  Roda's  look  or  voice  or 
manner  had  lurked  in  hers,  her  presence  would 
have  been  a  perpetual  irritant.  As  it  was,  she 
surrounded  him  with  a  completely  different 
atmosphere  from  that  which  he  breathed  in  the 
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Old  Deanery.  She  brought  new  influences  to 
him,  she  called  into  action  an  entirely  different 
set  of  feelings.  Almost  everywhere  else  but  in 
that  quiet  Ulphus  Court  house,  a  sense  of 
wrong  and  injustice  pressed  upon  him  ;  there  it 
was  dulled  by  the  healthfuller  sense  of  welcome 
freely  given,  of  help,  sympathy,  comfort,  needed 
from  him.  If  much  had  been  taken  out  of  his 
own  life,  he  could  still  put  something  into  the 
lives  of  others.  And  though  such  benevolence 
could  never  light  up  his  path  as  the  love  of 
Roda  Montagu  had  lighted  it  once,  he  was  kept 
by  it  from  that  saddest  of  all  gloom,  the  gloom 
of  knowing  that  he  was  of  no  use  in  the  world. 

And,  indeed,  his  coming  had  put  a  wonder- 
ful brightness  into  that  hitherto  somewhat 
dreary  old  house  in  Ulphus  Court.  For  one 
there  it  could  do  but  little.  Mrs.  Govan's  life 
had  passed  out  of  the  need  of  much  brighten- 
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ing.  All  she  cared  for  now  was  Marian's  pre- 
sence to  stay  and  comfort  her,  Marian's  hands 
to  supply  her  wants,  Marian's  voice,  always 
peaceful  and  contented,  to  remind  her  of  the 
old  happy  life.  And  even  these  would  not 
much  longer  be  needed. 

But  for  ISIarian,  Alec  made  all  the  difference 
between  a  life  of  patient,  monotonous  duty,  and 
that  life  sunned  through  and  through  by  the 
new  sweet  light  of  hope.  Before  he  came,  she 
had  almost  given  way  under  the  continual  pressure 
of  burdens  which  must  be  borne  by  herself 
alone.  Just  a  weary  round  of  work  from  hour 
to  hour,  a  ceaseless  toiling  on  for  daily  bread 
and  such  comfort  as  could  be  won  from  continu- 
ally narrowing  means — this  was  her  prospect 
when  she  had  leisure  to  sit  down  and  look 
steadily  at  it.  No  pleasant  companionship  either 
to  brighten  that  toil,  no  sharpening  of  thought 
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upon  thought,  no  interchange  of  kindly  words  with 
some  one  who  knew  how  precious  they  could  be 
to  her.  All  her  life  seemed  so  dim  and  un- 
coloured,  like  the  paleness  of  morning  twilight 
before  the  first  red  streak  of  sunrise  has  come. 
And  she  had  waited  so  long  now,  that  some- 
times she  thought  the  day  never  would  dawn  ; 
she  should  just  have  to  wait  patiently  on  until 
the  time  for  sleep  came,  after  which  she  should 
wake  to  find  the  everlasting  day,  her  first  morn- 
ing that  which  no  evening  should  ever  dim. 
And  though  that  day  may  dawn  upon  all,  and 
the  hope  of  it  need  never  die  out  in  any  human 
heart,  however  sad,  still  the  most  patient  would 
fain  look  upon  a  little  sunlight  even  here,  though 
it  be  but  enough  to  show  the  few  flowers  which 
bloom  around  them,  before  they  tread  their  way 
through  the  lilies  and  asphodel  of  the  land  that 
is  very  far  off. 
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At  last  it  seemed  as  if  the  da\Yn  had  come. 
Her  whole  nature  began  to  warm  and  grow  be- 
neath it.  Like  the  beautiful  spring  time  which 
every  morning  woke  some  fresh  carol,  and 
kissed  some  unfolded  flower  into  bloom,  so  this 
spring  of  her  youth,  late  coming,  but  so  rich  and 
balmy,  awoke,  as  it  passed  over  her,  the  sweet 
flowers  of  hope  and  love  which  had  been  folded 
up  so  long.  The  days  were  no  more  a  weari- 
ness to  her,  for  each  as  it  came  and  went  left 
its  store  of  quiet  gladness  in  her  heart.  The 
sad  coloured  years  which  lay  behind  her  now 
were  not  too  sad,  since  they  had  led  her  to  rest 
at  last.  The  tide  of  hope,  flowing  in  upon  her 
life,  covered  care  after  care,  trouble  after 
trouble,  until  there  was  but  one  which  any  lon- 
ger lifted  up  its  sharp  rugged  peak  for  the 
waves  to  break  upon,  and  that  was  the  thought 
of  Avery. 

p2 
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Even  that  thought  was  slowly  losing  its  bit- 
terness. It  had  begun  to  take  its  place  amongst 
the  things  which  no  thought  or  labour  of  hers 
could  make  other  than  they  were.  She  had 
done  what  she  could.  So  long  as  any  toil  of 
hers  could  help  him,  she  had  given  it  cheer- 
fully. So  long  as  her  little  earnings  could  keep 
him  in  comfort,  or  save  him  from  the  need  of 
spending  his  strength  in  work  which  was  not 
fitted  for  him,  they  too  had  been  given  as  cheer- 
fully as  the  toil.  Now,  he  did  not  ask  for 
either  any  more.  He  had  taken  himself  out  of 
the  reach  of  any  care  of  hers.  All  she  could 
do  was  to  pray  for  him,  and  to  hope  that  a  bet- 
ter future  might  possibly  be  in  store — a  future 
wherein  he  should  in  some  sort  redeem  the 
foolish,  aimless  past,  and  build  up  something 
even  yet,  which  he  might  look  back  upon  one 
day,   if   not  with  pride,  at  least  with  humble 
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thankfulness  tliat  his  life  had  not  been  entirely 
spent  in  vain. 

There  was  no  longer  now  the  effort  to  keep 
her  mother  from  the  knowledge  of  his  loose,  un- 
settled life.  It  had  been  very  hard,  when  first 
she  began  to  lose  faith  in  him,  to  bear  the  pain 
of  that  loss  alone,  to  speak  no  word  of  it  to  any- 
one ;  but  as  time  after  time  those  reckless,  un- 
satisfactory letters  came,  to  glean  what  little 
hope  she  could  out  of  them,  and  with  it  cheer 
the  poor  meek  soul  that  had  so  few  joys  left. 
Now,  Mrs.  Govan  had  reached  that  stage  of 
weakness  in  which  she  could  no  longer  be  dis- 
tressed by  any  outward  care.  Her  energies, 
both  of  mind  and  body,  had  gradually  dwindled 
away,  until  neither  joy  nor  sorrow  could  waken 
them  any  more.  She  did  not  seem  to  be  very 
anxious  about  Avery.  She  asked  about  him 
from  day  to  day,  but  was  quite  content  with 
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what  Marian  told  her ;  that  he  had  much  to 
think  about,  and  perhaps  many  things  to  do, 
and  therefore  they  must  not  expect  to  hear  from 
him  so  often.  It  would  be  all  riii;ht.  There 
would  be  a  letter  very  soon — perhaps  to-mor- 
row. 

"  Yes,  to-morrow,"  the  poor  feeble  voice  would 
whisper.  "  There  will  be  sure  to  be  a  letter  to- 
morrow, Marian." 

Then  the  morrow  came,  but  no  letter,  and 
Marian  had  to  make  some  excuse  ai]^ain.  They 
must  wait  just  a  little  longer,  she  used  to  say. 
Paris  was  so  far  off,  so  much  farther  than 
London ;  the  letters  were  sometimes  long  in 
coming,  but  he  would  be  sure  to  write  very 
soon,  and  tell  them  good  news — only  they  must 
have  patience. 

Mrs.  Go  van  was  quite  content.  Marian  had 
said   so.      It   would   all   be   right.      AYhatever 
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Marian  said  was  sure  to  be  right.  And  so  the 
days  went  on,  each  one  stealing  away  a  Httle 
strength,  and  writing  its  story  of  decay  upon 
the  pale  face,  and  bringing  nearer  the  time 
when  Marian  would  have  no  more  any  need 
for  that  loving  guile  which  must  keep  back  so 
much  of  Avery's  miserable,  wasted  life,  lest  the 
whole  sad  story  of  it  should  break  the  feeble 
thread  of  that  other  life  which  was  all  that 
parted  between  her  and  loneliness. 

In  all  these  cares  Alec's  kindness  cheered  her. 
He  seemed  to  give  her  what  none  of  them  could 
take  away.  It  was  so  pleasant  to  find  someone 
who  could  be  to  her  what  hitherto  she  had  only 
been  to  others.  She  had  walked  alone  so  long. 
The  only  home  love  of  hers  which  had  no  bitter- 
ness in  it,  was  her  love  for  this  gentle,  ailing, 
fading  mother,  who  had  suffered  so  much  and  so 
patiently.     Even  this  love  had  long  ago  passed 
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from  the  child's  unquestioning  trustfulness  into 
the  love  of  the  stronger  for  the  weaker ;  rather  a 
faithful  protecting  tenderness  for  one  who  had 
no  other  support,  than  the  uplooking  reverence 
of  one  who  only  takes,  not  gives.  So  that  Alec's 
friendship  seemed  to  put  into  her  life  the  very 
element  she  so  much  needed.  Living  near  to 
him  day  by  day,  finding  out  as  she  did,  in  the 
unaffected  intercourse  of  home  life,  the  honesty 
and  manliness  of  him,  she  felt  almost  for  the 
first  time  the  pleasantness  of  association  with  a 
character,  if  not  nobler,  yet  stronger  than  her 
own — one  which  could  supplement  her  own 
needs,  and  be  to  her  what  she  could  not  be  to 
herself. 

This  was  little  for  Alec  to  give — it  was  much 
for  her  to  take.  The  kindness  and  good-will 
of  his  nature,  shut  out  from  its  chosen  channel, 
found  a  way  for  itself  thus.     He  must  give  both 
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some\yhere.  Giving  them  to  Marian  Govan, 
he  gave  them  to  one  who  soon  learned  to 
prize  the  gift  too  dearly.  What  vronder,  that 
receiving  so  much,  she  gave  back  her  all  in 
return  ?  She  did  not  know  that  this  sunshine 
only  fell  upon  her  because  she  chanced  to  be 
within  its  reach.  It  would  have  fallen  alike  on 
the  thankful  and  the  unthankful.  Circum- 
stances had  brought  her  under  its  influence.  By- 
and-by  she  must  pass  from  it  again.  She  had 
only  felt  it  as  some  little  spot  of  earth  feels  the 
beams  of  the  great  light,  and  then  glides  away 
into  gloom.  The  light  keeps  shining,  but  not 
for  it  any  longer ;  the  warmth  rays  out  gene- 
rously as  ever,  but  only  to  give  the  day  to  other 
lands.  Marian  took  the  brightness,  not  knowing 
that  it  must  pass  away,  and  taking  it,  she  gave 
in  return  what  such  as  she  can  give  but  once. 
However,    it  did  its   work   whilst   it   lasted. 
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Her  whole  life  broadened  and  deepened  under 
its  influence.  Her  step  grew  lio;liter.  The  list- 
less look  died  out  of  her  face.  Instead  there 
came  a  serene  peacefulness,  tlie  calm  of  a  heart 
no  longer  overwearied  wath  its  weight  of  care. 
There  passed  over  her  whole  being  a  glorious, 
happy  change.  Alec,  lookmg  at  her  now  as  she 
sat  by  the  table  in  an  evening,  bending  over  the 
lessons  which  he  had  given  her,  thought  no 
face,  save  one,  so  fair.  He  would  watch  her 
long,  earnestly;  thinking  that  perhaps  had  he 
never  seen  that  other  face,  this  would  have  been 
the  one  to  dwell  in  his  heart  for  evermore. 
And  he  wondered,  sometimes,  if,  when  the 
memory  of  Roda's  love  had  gone  far  back  into 
the  past,  he  could  take  this  quiet,  gentle,  peace- 
ful woman,  and  live  the  rest  of  his  life  with  her, 
content  with  such  brightness  as  she  could  put 
into  it;  thankful,  since  the  morning  freshness 
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had  gone  for  ever,  to  take  the  rest  and  stillness 
of  the  evenmg  in  its  place.  But  Alec  did  not 
know  his  own  heart  when  he  gave  that  thought 
leave  to  tarry  in  it. 

He  micrht  be  thinking  it  one  nidit  as  he  sat 
with  Mrs.  Govan  and  Marian,  correcting  some 
exercises  which  she  had  been  preparing  for  him. 
She  had  worked  on  very  diligently  at  her  Latin 
for  nearly  three  months,  and  was  now  compe- 
tent to  teach  any  pupils  that  would  be  likely  to 
come  to  her.  Alec  told  her  as  much  as  this, 
when  he  gave  her  back  a  difficult  passage  which 
she  had  translated  for  him  without  a  blunder. 

'^  Yes,"  she  said,  her  face  brightening  for  his 
praise.  "  I  went  to  see  Mrs.  Dexter  yesterday, 
and  told  her  I  thought  1  should  be  able  now  to 
prepare  her  little  boy  for  the  Grammar  School. 
I  said  I  had  been  working  very  hard  for  some 
time  that  I  might  not  lose  any  more  pupils."' 
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"  And  what  did  Mrs.  Dexter  say  ?  Are  the 
children  to  stop  ?" 

"  Well,  she  said  as  she  had  never  meddled 
with  the  classics  herself,  she  was  not  competent 
to  judge  of  my  proficiency.  But  Mr.  Fabian 
was  there,  and  he  asked  me  how  far  I  had 
got." 

*'  An  impertinent  fellow !  As  if  that  was  any 
business  of  his.  And  what  did  you  tell  him  ? 
I  hope  you  told  him  you  knew  as  much  about 
the  Latin  grammar  as  he  does,  for  I  daresay 
you  do !" 

"  No,  I  didn't  tell  him  anything  of  the  sort. 
I  told  him  what  exercises  I  was  doing,  and  how 
far  I  had  got  in  translation,  and  what  time  I  had 
spent  over  it,  and  what  books  I  used.  And  then 
he  said  that  he  thought  Mrs.  Dexter  might 
venture  to  allow  Master  Percy  to  remain  under 
my  care,  as  well  as  the  Miss  Dexters." 
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"Miss  Dexters,  indeed,  and  Master  Percy. 
Why  didn't  he  call  them  Blanche  and  Minna, 
as  you  do  1  I  haven't  patience  with  such  prig- 
gishness !" 

"  Ah  !  but  you  know  it  is  a  point  of  etiquette, 
when  people  are  addressing  those  that  they  con- 
sider a  little  beneath  them,  to  be  very  particular 
in  the  use  of  names.  Mr.  Fabian  and  Mrs. 
Dexter  always  say  ^Miss  and  Master'  when  they 
are  speaking  to  me  about  the  children." 

Alec  shrugged  his  shoulders.  Long-suffering, 
self-denying,  noble-hearted  Miss  Go  van,  beneath 
that  scented  young  sprig  of  divinity  ! 

"  He  may  call  it  etiquette  if  he  likes.  I  call 
it  priggishness,  or,  more  than  that,  vulgarity !  " 

"  Then  you  must  not  do  anything  of  the  sort. 
I  should  lose  all  three  of  them,  whatever  their 
proper  style  of  address,  if  [Mr.  Fabian  knew 
that   you   had   called   him   vulgar.      And,  you 
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know,"  said  Marian,  playfully,  ^^  it  doesn't  do  to 
quarrel  with  those  who  put  the  money  into  our 
purses.  That  is  the  reason  I  try  to  keep  straight 
with  yoii  /" 

"And  a  very  hard  matter  you  find  it,  no 
doubt,*'  said  Alec,  echoing  Marian's  silvery  laugh 
in  his  own  rough  fashion.  "At  any  rate,"  he 
added,  rather  bitterly,  "'other  people  have  not 
always  been  able  to  do  it." 

Marian  did  not  know  what  the  bitterness 
meant,  though  she  could  not  help  noticing  it. 
One  or  two  things  in  Alec's  manner  had  hinted 
to  her  that  he  had  not  found  his  life  altofrether 
a  sweet  portion.  That  might  make  her  more 
willing  to  put  what  sweetness  she  could  into  it, 
but  it  did  not  give  her  any  right  to  question 
him,  either  in  jest  or  earnest,  or  even  to  seem 
to  know  that  the  bitterness  w^as  there. 

"  I  don't  know  about  that,"  she  said.     "I  can 
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generally  get  on  ^Yith  most  people,  if  they  will 
only  let  me  alone  enough.  However,  if  Mr. 
Fabian  was  priggish,  as  you  say,  in  calling  the 
little  Dexters  Miss  and  Master,  he  was  not 
priggish  about  Miss  Montagu,  for  I  noticed  two 
or  three  times  that  he  called  her  Roda,  when  he 
mentioned  her  name  to  his  sister." 

"  Confound  him  ! — what  a  conceited  ass  the 
fellow  is  I"  said  Alec,  almost  losing  command 
over   himself    as   he   thousfht   of    Mr.    Fabian 

o 

drawling  that  name  which  once  held — ay,  and 
held  still — his  heart  folded  up  within  it.  ^'  But 
I  beg  your  pardon,  Miss  Go  van." 

"  Yes,  I  think  you  are  always  begging  par- 
don when  we  happen  to  talk  about  Mr.  Fabian. 
What   makes   you   have   such    a  spite   against 

him  r 

"  Oh  !  I  haven't  any  spite  against  him,"  said 
Alec,  carelessly.     "If  the   St.    Chad's  young 
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ladies  feel  drawn  towards  him,  it  is  no  concern 
of  mine.  I  shall  not  follow  in  their  train.  I 
daresay  you  have  often  noticed  that  men  who 
are  very  much  liked  by  women  are  not  at  all 
popular  with  their  own  sex.  I  suppose  that  is 
the  reason  I  can't  get  along  with  Mr.  Fabian. 
But  I  don't  think  either  he  is  quite  good  enough 
for  Roda — I  mean  Miss  Montagu." 

"  There,  now  ! — you  are  priggish  !" 

"  No,  I  am  not.  I  have  no  right  to  speak  of 
her  as  anything  but  Miss  Montagu." 

"  I  should  think  you  have  as  much  right  as 
Mr.  Fabian  has.  But  I  don't  see  how  Mr. 
Fabian's  goodness  can  affect  her,  even  if  he 
does  not  happen  to  have  so  much  of  it  as  she  is 
blessed  with." 

"  It  affects  her  thus  much — that  a  woman's 
goodness  should  always  be  a  little  below  the 
goodness  of  the  man  she  marries." 
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•  "  Oh  !  Mr.  lanson  ! — now  that  is  priggish  ! 
I  didn't  think  you  had  so  much  conceit  in  you. 
Then  I  am  sure  there  are  a  great  many  men 
who  never  ought  to  marry  at  all,  if  they  must 
needs  find  wives  who  are  inferior  to  themselves." 

"Exactly  so.  And  a  great  many  women 
who  never  ought  to  marry  either,  if  they  must 
look  above  their  own  level  for  a  mate.  If  a 
husband  should  be  superior  to  his  wife,  I  am 
afraid  you  will  have  to  remain  single  all  your 
Hfe,  Miss  Go  van." 

And  Alec  rose  from  his  seat,  to  make  a 
mock  heroic  reverence  to  Marian,  by  way  of  con- 
vincing her  of  the  very  exalted  position  which 
she  occupied  in  his  estimation.  Marian  could 
not  help  laughing  at  him,  as  she  turned  over 
the  leaves  of  her  Latin  dictionary  ;  but  she 
wondered,  at  the  same  time,  if  women  ever  did 
pay  for  their  goodness  in  that  fashion, 
VOL.  III.  Q 


226  Alecs  Bride. 

"No.  What  I  mean  is  this,"  said  Alec, 
"  that  a  woman  gets  along  better  with  a  man 
when  she  can  look  up  to  him.  Because,  you 
know,  even  if  she  doesn't  do  it,  she  is  obliged 
to  make  other  people  think  that  she  does,  or 
else  there  would  be  no  peace.  And  it  is  so 
much  more  comfortable  when  she  really  can  do 
it." 

"  Of  course  it  is.  Indeed,  I  can't  see  how 
they  are  to  get  along  at  all  if  she  does  not  look 
up  to  him  in  some  things ;  but  what  has  all  that 
to  do  with  Mr.  Fabian  and  Roda  ?" 

"  Just  this,"  said  Alec,  curtly — "  that  he  is 
not  good  enough  to  make  a  fit  husband  for 
her." 

Alec  had  got  it  out  now.  He  had  been 
drawn  into  the  subject  unawares,  and  it  had 
cost  him  a  great  deal  to  go  on  with  any  sort  of 
calmness.     When   the  bitter   morsel   was  done 
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with,  he  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  and  pretended 
to  be  reading  Marian's  ^^Lectiones  Selectee,''  the 
book  she  was  translating  out  of.  A  more 
scrutinizing  observer  than  Marian  Govan 
might  have  failed  to  note  from  the  expression 
of  his  face  that  it  was  the  slightest  consequence 
to  him  whether  or  not  Mr.  Fabian  would  make 
a  fit  husband  for  Roda  Montagu. 

"  I  don't  suppose  Roda  has  thought  anything 
about  that,"  said  Marian. 

"  Neither  do  I,"  said  Alec  ;  "  she  has  taken 
him  without  thinking  about  it." 

"  But  she  has  not  taken  him  at  all." 

"  Not  for  better  for  worse,  as  the  song  goes — 
I  mean  the  marriage  service.  Not  just  yet,  but 
she  is  on  her  way  to  that  interesting  consumma- 
tion of  felicity  as  fast  as  time  can  carry  her." 

"  I  don't  think  she  is,"  said  Marian  quietly. 
"  Aunt  Phillis  never  told  me  that,  and  she  tells 
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me  most  things  about  Roda,  that  Roda  does  not 
tell  me  about  herself." 

'^  Yes,  I  suppose  women  do  talk  about  such 
things  when  they  get  together.  How  I  should 
like  sometimes  to  hear  women  talking  amongst 
themselves,  when  they  don't  think  a  man  is 
there  to  listen !  What  a  queer  mixture  it  must  ' 
be ! — the  very  smallest  of  small  beer.  It's  bad 
enough  sometimes  when  they  know  a  man  is 
listening,  and  then  they  generally  try  to  appear 
to  the  best  advantage." 

"Thank  you,  Mr.  lanson.  I  am  sure  we  are 
very  much  obliged  to  }'0u." 

"  Oh  !  I  don't  mean  you,  Miss  Govan.  I 
don't  believe  you  could  say  anything  if  you 
tried  ever  so,  that  wouldn't  be  good  to 
hear." 

''But  you  implied  just  now  that  I  talked  gos- 
sip with  Aunt  Phillis  and  Roda." 
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"  So  I  did.  "Well,  it  was  a  mistake.  I  sup- 
pose I  must  say  again — I  beg  your  pardon — as 
before.  But  at  any  rate,  if  you  talk  that  sort 
of  thincT  to  Aunt  Phillis  and  Miss  ^lontacru,  vou 
don't  talk  it  to  any  one  else,  or  you  would  know 
about  what  is  all  over  Ulphusby  now,  her  en- 
gagement to  Mr.  Fabian." 

"  I  wonder  how  you  got  to  know  it,  if  you 
7iever  talk  or  listen  to  gossip  I" 

"  Know  it !  why,  one  can't  help  knowing  it. 
Doesn't  he  go  about  with  her  and  say  pretty 
things  to  her,  and  assume  all  that  fine  protect- 
ing way  which  men  are  supposed  to  put  on 
under  such  circumstances  ?  One  need  only  go 
to  the  Old  Deanery  to  see  how  things  are,  and 
you  go  there  as  much  as  I  do,  so  that  you  might 
know  all  about  it." 

"  Well,  I  do  know  this  much  about  it,"  said 
Marian,  by  way  of  finishing  the  discussion,  for 
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the  evening  was  wearing  on,  and  the  Latin  was 
making  slow  progress,  "  Roda  is  not  engaged 
to  Mr.  Fabian,  and  never  was.  She  told  me  so 
herself." 

"  Then  why  does  she  go  on  with  him  in  the 
way  she  does  ?  She  must  be  trying  to  bring 
him  to  the  point,  as  they  say." 

"No,  she  is  not,"  said  Marian,  with  a  little 
spark  of  indignation.  She  thought  Alec  had 
no  business  to  insinuate  in  her  presence  that 
Roda,  or  any  other  girl,  would  use  such  arts  to 
bring  men  into  her  power.  Marian  would  have 
scorned  to  use  them  herself,  and  she  had  not 
seen  enough  of  the  world  yet  to  learn  that  her 
pureness  and  simplicity  were  exceptional.  And 
that  she  might  defend  Roda,  and  In  defending 
Roda  defend  her  sex  generally  from  such  an 
imputation  as  Alec  had  cast  upon  it,  she  came 
out  more  eloquently  upon  the  subject  than  was 
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her  wont,  forgetting  for  a  time  the  Lectiones 
Selectee,  and  everything  else  but  what  she  was 
saying  at  the  moment. 

"No,  Mr.  lanson.  I  am  quite  sure  that  Roda 
would  never  do  anything  of  the  sort.  She  has 
no  more  notion  of  getting  people  to  come  to  the 
point,  as  you  call  it,  than — than " 

Marian  was  going  to  say,  '^than  I  have  my- 
*self,"  but  she  stopped.  She  had  met  Alec's  look 
sometimes  in  days  past,  and  read  there  some- 
thing which  made  her  shrink  from  bringing  her- 
self into  a  discussion  like  this.  It  was  a  look 
which  the  sunshine  of  his  presence  had  taught 
her  to  interpret,  a  look  to  which  her  own  pure, 
honest  heart  had  given  its  meaning,  to  which 
also  that  heart  had  given  too  unconsciously  what 
the  look  seemed  to  ask. 

"  Pray  go  on,"  said  Alec ;  '^  I  like  to  hear  a 
woman  defend  herself.     She  does  it  so  prettily." 
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"  I  am  not  defending  myself/'  said  ^Marian  ; 
"  but  3'ou  have  said  a  false  thing  of  Roda.  You 
have  no  right  to  say  of  her  what  you  would  not 
like  another  man  to  say  of  your  own  sister;  and 
if  you  knew  her  as  I  do,  you  would  know  that 
she  is  as  innocent  and  guileless  as  any  sister  of 
yours  could  ever  be.  She  may  be  young  and 
thoughtless,  and  she  doesn't  know  yet  how  to 
take  such  flattery  as  Mr.  Fabian  gives  her,  with- 
out seeming  moved  by  it.  She  has  not  had 
time  yet  to  get  hardened  to  this  sort  of  thing, 
and  take  it  for  what  it  is  worth,  and  so  she 
seems  to  other  people  to  care  for  it,  while  really 
slie  is  only  wondering  how  she  ought  to  receive 
it,  and  trying  not  to  appear  rude  by  putting  it 
away  from  her.  You  are  wronging  her  very 
much  by  thinking  that  she  could  love  a  man  like 
Mr.  Fabian,  or  be  content  with  such  love  as  he 
could    give   her.     And   she    does   not    want  to 
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marry  him,  and  so  you  have  no  right  to  say 
that  she  is  trying  to  bring  him  to  the  point." 

"Very  weU.  I  suppose  I  must  say  I  beg 
your  pardon  again." 

Alec  said  no  more  after  that.  Marian  thought 
she  had  vexed  him  by  being  so  warm  in  her 
defence  of  Eoda ;  but  she  could  not  help  it,  for 
he  had  stirred  her  to  almost  as  much  indignation 
as  she  could  feel  about  anything,  by  seeming  to 
think  that  women  could  be  so  mean.  And 
stirred  her  more  for  that  new  feeling  which  had 
begun  to  move  within  her,  making  her  long  so 
to  be  quite  pure  and  worthy  in  his  sight.  If  he 
could  think  thus  of  Eoda,  he  might  think  so  of 
her,  and  that  would  be  a  sorrow  greater  than 
she  could  bear. 

There  was  a  long  silence  whilst  she  was  finish- 
ing her  translation.  Any  thinking  which  she 
might  have  to  do   must  not  interfere  with  this 
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work.  And  ^Ir.  Ian  son  had  been  so  good  to 
her,  she  wanted  to  please  him  by  all  the  progress 
she  could  possibly  make.  She  thought  she 
should  have  finished  the  extract  without  having 
to  ask  his  help  once,  but  at  last  she  stuck 
fast. 

"  Mr.  lanson." 

The  voice  was  very  low,  perhaps  he  might  not 
hear  it,  for  he  seemed  to  be  meditating  more 
severely  than  was  his  wont. 

"  Mr.  lanson,  if  you  please." 

No  answer,  and  another  patient  quest  amongst 
the  L's  in  her  dictionary,  to  no  purpose.  The 
page  that  had  that  word  in,  must  certainly  have 
been  torn  out  of  Marian's  book.  She  found  out 
afterwards  that  it  had. 

"  If  you  please,  Mr.  lanson,  I  am  very  sorry 
to  disturb  you " 

''  Oh  !  I  beg  your  pardon.     I  am  sure — I  am 
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quite  sure  I  was  not  sayino^  anything  about  Mr. 
Fabian." 

"  I  did  not  say  you  were.  It  is  this  word  that 
I  cannot  find." 

^^AskKoda.  She  will  know  all  about  it — I 
don't  exactly.  What  were  you  saying  ?  I  was 
half  asleep." 

"  Yes,  I  think  you  were  too.  Will  you  please 
to  tell  me  what  Icetitiam  means  ?" 

"  It  means — oh !  something  about  ^oy." 

"  Joy.  Thank  you.  I  shall  remember  joy, 
because  it  has  taught  me  patience.  I  must  have 
been  nearly  ten  minutes  looking  for  that  word  ; 
and  then  I  found  it  was  torn  out  of  my  book — 
you  see,  here  is  the  place  where  the  leaf  is  gone." 

"  I  thought  it  was  torn  out  of  mine  too,  once," 
said  Alec;  "  but  I  don't  think  it  is  after  all.  I 
often  used  to  think,  when  I  looked  a  long  time 
for  anything,  that  the  leaf  must  be  gone,  and 
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then  I  came  upon  it  again  when  I  was  not  search- 
ing for  it." 

"Oh!  but  I  shall  never  find  this,"  said 
Marian.  "  You  see,  it  really  is  gone — there  is 
the  place  where  it  has  been  torn  off." 

"  Yes,  I  see,"  said  Alec,  looking  at  the  bit  of 
ragged  leaf  that  had  been  left  behind.  "  You 
need  not  look  for  Icetitiam  any  more  in  your 
book." 

She  finished  the  rest  of  her  translation  with- 
out having  to  apply  to  him  for  help  again.  As 
it  was  done,  the  Minster  clock  struck  eight. 
They  had  been  very  much  more  than  half  an 
hour  over  the  Latin  lesson  to-night.  Alec  got 
up  and  went  for  his  hat. 

"  I  think  I  shall  go  across  and  play  a  game  at 
chess  with  Dr.  Montagu.  Can  I  take  any  mes- 
sage for  you,  Miss  Govan,  to  the  Old  Dean- 
eryl" 
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"  Xo,  thank  you,"  said  Marian  ;  "  I  was  there 
myself  only  yesterday.  Unless — "  and  there 
was  a  tone  of  delicate  archness  in  Marian's 
voice.  She  too  could  enjoy  a  little  bit  of  teasing 
sometimes,  at  the  expense  of  Alec  and  his  brown 
studies — "  unless  you  will  ask  Roda  what  Iceti- 
iiam  means." 

Alec  looked  into  her  face  for  just  one  mo- 
ment, with  a  strange  new  brightness  in  his 
own :  an  outshining  of  hope  and  joy  which  she 
had  never  seen  there  before. 

"  I  will,"  he  said.  "  She  can  tell  me  if  she 
likes." 

Then  he  went  away. 

As  Marian  packed  away  the  books,  the  thought 
came  sharply,  suddenly  to  her,  that  that  was  the 
very  question  he  had  gone  to  ask. 
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A  LEG  never  knew  how  he  found  his  way 
across  the  Close.  He  was  brought  to  a 
halt  by  knocking  his  head  against  one  of  the 
grey  stone  pillars  that  stood  on  each  side  of  the 
Old  Deanery  gates.  Then  he  remembered 
where  he  was,  and  what  he  had  come  for.  Not 
to  play  chess  with  Dr.  Montagu,  though. 

He  went  into  the  garden,  and  sauntered  along 
under  the  south  wall,  where  he  and  Roda  had 
walked  up  and  down  together  a  long  time  ago. 
He  could  scarcely  summon  up  courage  enough 
to  go  into  the  house  just  at  present.  All  seemed 
so  new  and  strange.  He  had  held  his  treasure 
before,  never  fearing  to  lose  it ;  now  he  scarcely 
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dare  put  forth  his  hand  to  touch  it,  lest  he 
should  find  it  gone.  For  he  remembered  all 
his  cold,  harsh  words ;  how  he  had  sometimes 
chafed  and  fretted  poor  little  Roda  until  she 
was  driven  almost  to  tears,  and  all  for  nothing, 
all  because  his  own  foolish  haste  had  put  upon 
her  an  undeserved  charge.  What  a  simpleton  he 
had  been  for  the  last  three  months.  How  he 
had  spoiled  his  life,  and  not  his  life  only,  but 
hers  too. 

He  began  to  think  now,  if  she  did  indeed 
care  for  him,  how  much  suffering  he  must  have 
put  for  her  into  those  three  montlis.  Had  she 
indeed  kept  the  promise  she  gave  him,  that 
last  morning  before  he  went  away?  Did  she 
think  kindly  of  him  then,  more  than  kindly  ? 
He  might  have  given  her  something  better  than 
so  quick  a  judgment.  He  might  have  waited 
until  they  could  have  told  each  other  all.     Now, 
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perhaps,  it  was  too  late.  He  felt  that  it  would 
only  serve  him  rightly  enough  if  she  gave  him 
what  he  had  already  given  to  her — distrust, 
coldness,  suspicion.  If  in  return  for  these  weary 
days  of  suspense,  she  took  back  the  love  she  had 
once  promised  him,  never  to  let  it  be  won  from 
her  again. 

It  must  have  been  such  a  weary  time  for  her. 
Alec  knew  what  it  had  been  to  him.  He  would 
not  care  to  live  it  over  again  for  many  a  golden 
day  of  hope  and  promise.  And  what  must  she 
have  suffered,  quick,  warm-hearted  little  creature 
that  she  was.  How  cruel  he  had  been  to  her. 
And  all  for  nothing — all  just  to  please  his  own 
foolish,  headstrong  prejudice ;  all  because  he 
had  not  been  noble  enough  to  trust  the  love 
which  was  given  him  so  frankly,  so  generously. 

Then  Alec  thought  of  her  as  he  had  seen  her 
sometimes,  when  he  was  playing  chess  with  Dr. 
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Montagu,  or  talking  to  Aunt  Phillls,  how  she 
would  glance  at  him  with  a  troubled,  question- 
ing look  in  her  eyes,  as  though  mutely  asking 
why  he  was  so  changed ;  and  when  turning 
quickly  away  as  she  found  that  he  noticed  her, 
there  was  an  expression  of  pain  upon  her  face, 
of  grieved  wonder,  so  different  to  that  first  little 
impetuous  burst  of  temper  which  had  half 
amused,  half  irritated  him  the  morning  after  he 
came  back.  There  was  no  temper  now,  no 
touch  of  the  old  passionate  quickness.  He  had 
been  too  hard.  He  had  treated  her,  a  young, 
unsuspicious  little  creature,  with  the  scorn  and 
cruelty  which  a  practised  coquette,  all  boldness 
and  buckram,  could  scarcely  have  borne  with- 
out flinching.  And  now  he  was  coming  back 
again,  to  tell  her  what  a  fool  he  had  been,  to 
ask  her  to  forgive  him,  and  forget  if  she  could, 
all  the  suffering  he  had  caused  her. 
VOL.   III.  R 
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Of  course  she  would  forgive  him,  he  was  not 
afraid  of  that.  She  was  so  loving  and  so  good. 
She  could  not  bear  to  be  out  with  anyone  ;  her 
sad,  altered  manner  for  the  last  three  months 
had  showed  that  plainly  enough.  And  when  he 
was  at  the  Old  Deanery  before,  if  he  vexed  her, 
and  drove  her  into  a  passion  with  his  teasing 
ways,  she  was  never  content  until  they  made 
friends  again,  until  all  was  bright,  and  pleasant, 
and  sunny  between  them. 

She  would  forgive  him,  then,  he  knew  that 
well  enough  ;  but  would  she  ever  be  to  him 
what  she  would  have  been  if  this  had  never 
come  between  them  ?  He  could  quite  imagine 
her  reaching  out  that  little  hand  to  him,  and 
saying— 

"  Oh !  yes,  I'll  forgive  you,  Alec,  I  don't  bear 
you  any  malice,  and  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  be 
friends  again." 
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But  that  was  not  what  he  wanted.  That 
would  not  teach  him  the  meaning  of  Icetitiam. 
That  would  not  send  him  back  to  the  quiet  old 
house  in  Ulphus  Court  with  the  almost  wild  de- 
light which  he  was  trying  to  keep  down,  when 
Miss  Govan  interrupted  him  about  her  transla- 
tion. Perhaps  that  never  could  be  brought 
back  again.  Perhaps  all  his  life  he  would  have 
to  bear  the  punishment  of  the  unjust  suspicion 
which  had  wronged  her  so. 

But  if  he  had  wounded  her  so  that  the  wound 
could  never  be  healed,  he  must  still  know  it. 
It  was  no  use  sauntering  up  and  down  there  in 
the  April  twilight.  The  night  was  wearing  on 
whilst  he  quailed  before  his  chances  of  success 
or  failure.  He  must  bring  himself  to  know  the 
worst,  whatever  it  might  be.  He  must  take  his 
destiny  in  his  hands,  and  read  it  in  the  light  of 
Roda's  countenance. 

r2 
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Musterint;  up  all  his  courage,  he  went  to  the 
Old  Deanery  door  and  knocked. 

Malala  came. 

There  was  no  one  at  home,  she  said,  but  ^liss 
Roda.  The  Master  and  Miss  Chickory  had  gone 
to  a  lecture  somewhere,  at  the  Institute,  she 
thought.  Mr.  Alec  could  come  in  if  he  liked, 
and  stay  until  they  came  home. 

''  All  right,"  said  Alec,  blessing  the  Institute 
lecture  for  once  from  the  very  bottom  of  his 
heart.  An  unmitigated  nuisance  at  most  times, 
with  its  votes  of  thanks  and  motions,  and  resolu- 
tions, and  returning  of  acknowledgments,  and 
endless  windings  up  ;  he  viewed  it  in  quite  ano- 
ther aspect  to-night. 

"  You  can  find  your  way,  Mr.  Alec.  I  can't 
say  for  certain  where  Miss  Roda  be,  but  I  heard 
her  agate  with  one  of  the  terriers,  not  five 
minutes  back.     They're  an  awful  plague  in  this 
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house,  is  them  terriers.  They're  worse  nor  a 
Christian  for  turning  things  upside  down  when 
you've  gotten  'em  set  to  rights." 

And  then  Malala,  who  knew  Alec  of  old,  and 
did  not  feel  it  incumbent  upon  her  to  observe 
much  ceremony,  left  him  to  his  own  devices, 
whilst  she  returned  to  the  kitchen,  where  she 
and  Fits,  and  the  other  domestics,  were  indulg- 
ing in  an  early  supper  of  beef  and  beer. 

Alec  went  into  the  drawing-room  first.  That 
was  empty.  Then  into  the  dining-room,  that 
was  empty  too.  Then  he  repaired  to  the  study, 
and  found  himself  right  at  last,  for  Roda  was 
mounted  in  her  papa's  great  chair,  playing  with 
Jeff.  Or,  to  speak  more  properly,  Jeff  was 
playing  with  her,  for  the  sportive  tendencies 
were  decidedly  on  his  side,  and  an  explo- 
sive bark  now  and  then  sufficiently  indicated 
his  impatience  of  Roda's  unsympathetic  mood. 
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Alec  watched  her,  unnoticed  himself,  for  a 
little  while,  before  he  went  in.  Sometimes  she 
would  lean  her  head  back  and  sigh,  as  if  quite 
tired  out,  whether  with  her  own  thoughts,  or  with 
Jeff's  restlessness,  Alec  could  not  tell  yet ;  he 
hoped  it  was  the  former.  Then  Jeff  would  be- 
gin to  whine  and  pull  her  dress,  and  thrust  his 
shiny  little  nose  into  her  hand  ;  and  when  these 
tokens  of  his  impatience  failed,  he  would 
stand  up  on  his  hind  legs,  and  go  through  the 
most  ridiculous  antics,  by  way  of  getting  her  to 
notice  him. 

"  Oh !  don't,  Jeff,  don't.  I  don't  want  to  pla}^ 
I  tell  you.  I  shall  never  want  to  play  with  you 
any  more,  now." 

Jeff  shook  his  head  in  most  decided  disappro- 
bation of  such  a  sweeping  assertion,  but  Alec 
was  not  quite  so  sorry  to  hear  it.  Indeed,  he  would 
have  been  just  a  little  disappointed  if  Koda, 
instead  of  wearing  that  listlesSj  spiritless  look, 
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had  been  rompincr  about  with  her  curly  com- 
panion as  in  days  of  old.  He  knew  now  what 
words  and  looks  and  tones  of  his  had  pressed  the 
brightness  out  of  her  life.  What  his  unkind- 
ness  had  driven  away,  his  tenderness  could 
bring  back  again.  The  first  glance  into  that 
sad  little  face  told  him  all  his  power — told  him 
that  he  need  not  fear  any  more.  And  knowing 
this,  the  old,  mischievous,  teasing  humour  took 
hold  of  him  again,  too  strongly  to  be  conquered. 
He  could  not  resist  playing  with  her  just  once 
more.  He  came  forward.  When  Roda  saw  him 
she  jumped  up  and  shook  herself  into  a  proper 
attitude  for  receiving  visitors. 

"  Good  evening,  Roda." 

"  Good  evenings  Alec.  Papa  and  Aunt 
Phillis  are  gone  out." 

The  words  and  the  manner  seemed  to  imply, 
"  And  you  may  go  too,  if  you  like  ;"  but  Alec 
thought  he  could  detect  a  nervous  hesitation  in 
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the  voicej  and  the  little  hands  that  were  smooth- 
ing her  ruffled  hair  could  not  do  it  without  per- 
ceptibly trembling.  Noticing  these  things, 
Alec  determined  to  stay. 

"  Pray  don't  let  me  interrapt  your  amuse- 
ment, though,"  he  said,  looking  down  upon 
Jeff,  who,  turning  his  little  head  first  to  one 
and  then  to  the  other,  did  not  seem  to  know 
what  to  make  of  this  unexpected  intrusion. 
"It  never  used  to  be  so  in  the  old  times. 
We  could  manage  to  amuse  ourselves  alto- 
gether then,  could  we  not,  Jeff  V 

Jeff  nodded  his  head  sagaciously,  and 
jumped  upon  his  mistress's  knee.  She  did  not 
know  what  else  to  do,  so  she  applied  herself  to 
the  curling  of  his  long  hair,  twisting  it  up  and 
putting  each  curl  in  its  place  as  industriously  as 
though  her  very  life  depended  upon  its  proper 
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That  was  all  in  Alec's  favour.  How  dif- 
ferently he  would  have  felt  if  she  had  sat  very 
upright  and  looked  him  in  the  face,  and  begun  to 
talk  with  ladylike  self-possession  about  the 
weather  and  the  health  of  her  relations.  To 
Alec,  that  flushed  face,  half  turned  away  from 
him,  and  those  little  hands  fidgeting  in  and 
out  amongst  Jeff's  curls,  were  worth  all  the 
self-possession  in  the  world. 

"  If  you  please,  Roda,  when  you  have  done 
with  Jeff  I  should  be  glad  of  a  little  of  your 
attention." 

She  looked  up  at  him  quickly.  The  tone 
was  light  and  bantering,  but  the  words  were 
not  quite  so  hard  as  some  he  had  given  her 
lately.  Still  it  was  not  the  Alec  of  old  times 
that  spoke  in  them,  even  yet. 

"  I  suppose  you  have  seen  a  considerable  dif- 
ference  in  me,  Roda,  since  I  came  back.      I 
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have  looked  remarkably  happy,  I  daresay,  and 
behaved  in  accordance  with  my  looks,  as  people 
generally  do,  you  know." 

"  Oh !  yes,"  said  Roda  hurriedly,  her  thoughts 
reverting  at  once  to  that  conversation  in  the 
Study  the  night  before  he  went  to  Mrs.  Govan's. 
"  You  told  me  then  that  thini^s  were  different 

o 

to  what  they  used  to  be." 

"  Did  I  ?  Well,  perhaps  I  did.  You  know 
we  cannot  expect  that  things  will  always  keep 
just  the  same.  But  I  really  have  heard  some 
good  news  to-night." 

'*  From  Germany,  I  suppose,"  said  Roda,  "  as 
it  makes  you  look  so  wonderfully  bright.  I 
daresay  it  is  very  pleasant  to  have  somebody 
who  remembers  you  there." 

Poor  little  Roda  had  betrayed  herself.  She 
had  intended  to  say  that  last  sentence  spitefully, 
and  yet  with  such  cool  contempt  as  to  convince 
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Alec  that  he  was  quite  at  hberty  to  bestow  his 
remembrances  where  he  liked,  without  affecting 
her  in  the  slightest.  But  instead  of  putting 
any  spite  into  it,  she  had  only  managed  to  say 
the  words  with  something  very  like  a  sob  of 
suppressed  pain.  And  when  they  were  said, 
her  lips  quivered,  and  she  could  scarcely  keep 
the  tears  out  of  her  eyes. 

The  whole  truth  flashed  into  Alec's  mind 
now.  Because  he  had  been  so  cold  to  her 
since  that  night  when  she  came  home  from  the 
Deanery  ball  with  Mr.  Fabian,  she  fancied 
that  he  was  caring  for  some  one  else — that  he 
had  forgotten  her  for  some  fair-haired  Fraulein, 
with  fat  red  cheeks,  and  thick  ankles,  and  a 
waist  as  substantial  as  the  stone  pillars  at  the 
garden  gate !  The  little,  foolish,  mistaken 
thing  !  He  could  have  folded  her  up  in  his 
arms  there  and  then,  and  told  her  that  all  the 
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flaxen-locked  Frauleins  in  the  German  Princi- 
palities were  not  worth  so  much  to  him  as  a 
single  smile  from  her,  and  that  he  would  not 
exchange  that  bright  face  of  hers  for  the  stur- 
diest Teutonic  belle  that  ever  curtsied,  and  said, 
"  Mein  Herr,  ja,"  and  "  Mein  Herr,  nein." 

But  it  was  such  a  joy  to  feel  that  he  held 
her  in  his  power  yet — that  he  could  bring  the 
smiles  or  the  tears  again  with  a  single  word. 
He  could  not  resist  teasing  her  just  a  little 
longer,  before  he  told  her  all  the  happy  truth. 

''  Well,  yes,  Roda,"  and  he  pretended  to  look 
rather  embarrassed.  "  The  good  news  certainly 
is  about — about  the  lady  whom  I  have  chosen  ; 
and  so,  you  know,  I  can't  help  feeling  rather 
pleased,  especially  as  I  love  her  so  much,  and 
she  is  quite  worthy  of  my  love.  It  makes  such 
a  difference,  doesn't  it,  when  we  love  a  person 
that  is  worthy  of  our  love  ?" 
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"  Of  course  it  does.  And  I  hope — yes,  I  am 
sure  I  hope — you  will  be  very  happy — very 
happy  indeed." 

And  Roda  twisted  one  of  Jeff's  curls  up  so 
tightly,  that  the  poor  little  fellow  growled. 

"  There,  now,"  said  Alec,  "  you  are  hurting 
Jeff.  He  hasn't  been  doing  anything  to  you. 
Why  can't  you  let  him  alone  ?  You  are  pulling 
his  hair  so  that  he  can't  bear  it." 

"  I'm  sure  I  wasn't  meaning  to  hurt  him.  He 
is  very  bad-tempered  to-night." 

"  No,  he  isn't,  Roda.  You  have  got  the  bad 
temper  all  to  yourself  to-night.  I'm  in  an 
exultant  mood  myself,  and  so  is  Jeff,  and  so 
ought  you  to  be,  too." 

"I — I  think  I  will  go  and  fetch  papa's 
slippers.  He  will  be  home  very  soon,  and  he 
always  likes  to  have  them  made  warm  for  him." 

"  Of  course  he  does  ;  but  that  doesn't  mean 


254  Alecs  Bride. 

that  he  likes  to  have  them  roasted,  and  if  you 
put  them  down  now,  they'll  be  done  to  a  cinder 
before  he  comes  home.  Professor  Chippax 
won't  have  got  to  the  Limestone  Rocks  yet, 
and  then  there's  the  new  red  sandstone,  and  the 
quartz,  and  the  votes  of  thanks,  and  all  the 
other  formations  to  be  bored  through.  Just 
you  sit  still." 

And  Alec  pressed  Roda  back  into  her  chair. 

"  I  don't  so  very  often  come  to  see  you  now, 
that  you  need  wish  to  be  off  in  such  a  hurry. 
And,  besides,  I  want  to  congratulate  you  upon 
your  prospects,  which,  I  understand,  are  quite 
as  brilliant  as  my  own." 

"  No,  I'm  sure  they  are  not,"  said  Roda,  still 
tugging  away  at  Jeff's  curls.  "  They  are  not 
at  all  brilliant." 

"  Why,  don't  you  mean  to  say  that  you  are 
very  happy  ?" 
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And  Alec  pretended  to  look  so  astonished. 

"  Don't  you  mean  to  say  that  the  last  three 
months  have  been  the  brio^htest  in  all  your 
life?" 

"  You've  no  business  to  ask  me  anything 
about  it.  It's  no  consequence  to  you  whether 
I  am  happy  or  not.  If  you  are,  that  is  all  you 
have  got  to  do  with." 

"  Oh  !  no,"  said  Alec,  shaking  his  head  very 
gravely — "  that  is  not  at  all  true.  You  know 
we  always  used  to  be  friends,  though  I  did 
tease  you  a  little  sometimes ;  and  when  I  heard 
that  you  were  likely  to  have  such  an  excellent 
husband  as  Mr.  Fabian " 

"  I'm  not !"  cried  Roda,  jumping  up,  and 
almost  overturning  Jeff  into  the  fire.  "  I  don't 
care  for  him  a  bit — I'm  sure  I  don't,  and  it  is 
very  rude  of  you  to " 

"  There,  there,  don't  get  into  a  temper  about 
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it.  Of  course  young  ladies  never  own  to  such 
things.  Only  I  thought,  when  I  had  told  you 
of  my  prospects,  you  might  have  taken  me  into 
your  confidence." 

'^  I  haven't  any  confidence  to  take  you  into, 
and  I  hate  Mr.  Fabian — I'm  sure  I  do.  I  hate 
him  as  much  as  ever  I  can.  How  could  you, 
Alec  ? — and  you  know  very  well  that  I  could 
never  care  for  anybody  but " 

And  there  Roda  stopped.  She  had  got  her 
sentence  to  a  point  where  tlie  further  carrying 
on  of  it  became  rather  awkward.  She  wished 
she  had  left  out  that  last  hut,  and  then  the  senti- 
ment would  have  been  all  right,  though  by  no 
means  correct,  so  far  as  her  own  private  feelings 
went.  She  could  only  cover  her  confusion  by 
saying,  over  and  over  again, 

"  I  hate  him,  I'm  sure  I  do.  I  bote  him  as 
much  as  ever  I  can.'" 
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"  Oh !  but  you  hated  me  once,  you  know," 
said  Alec,  with  such  provoking  gravity,  "and 
then  afterwards  you  said  that  you  did  care  for 
me,  just  a  little;  and  perhaps  you  hate  Mr. 
Fabian  in  the  same  way." 

"No,  I  don't.  I  hate  him  a  great  deal  more 
than  I  ever  hated  you,  and  I  don't  want  ever  to 
see  him  again.  I  wish  I  had  never  seen  him  at 
all,  I'm  sure  I  do." 

And  the  bright  tears  began  to  flash  in  Rod  as 
eyes. 

"  Why,  Roda !  you  are  crying.  What  a  little 
stupid  you  are  to  begin  to  cry  !  Whatever  have 
I  said  to  make  you  cry  ?" 

"I'm  not  crying,"  said  Roda,  desperately — 
"  I'm  sure  I'm  not." 

And  to  confirm  the  truth  of  the  statement, 
a   great   tear   came  splashing   down    upon  her 
dress. 
VOL.  III.  S 
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When  one  had  come  the  rest  must  follow. 
She  was  goino;  to  run  away  from  him,  and  have 
it  out  by  herself  somewhere.  But  Alec  took 
hold  of  both  her  hands  and  held  tliem  fast. 

"  Koda,"  he  said,  "  have  you  got  your  bit  of 
^  Jenny  creeper '  yet  ?" 

It  was  a  wise  change  of  the  subject. 

In  spite  of  her  tears,  Roda  could  not  help 
lauo'hinir  at  the  old  babvish  name.  That  was 
what  she  used  to  call  the  Virginian  creeper,  a 
long  time  ago,  before  she  was  able  to  speak 
plainly,  and  her  papa  used  to  tease  her  about  it 
sometimes,  now.  But  she  turned  her  head  away 
and  would  not  tell,  except  by  the  rosy  flush 
upon  her  cheek,  whether  she  had  kept  it  or 
not. 

'^Because  I  have  kept  mine,  Roda,  and  it 
means  just  as  much  to  me  as  ever  it  did. 
And  do  you  know  I  being  to  think  now  that 


Alecs  Bride.  259 

we  have  both  of  us  just  been  a  couple  of  sim- 
pletons." 

"  Oh  !  yes,"  said  Eoda,  hastily.  "I  know  that. 
You  said  so  before.  Of  course  we  were  a  couple 
of  simpletons." 

"  Xo,  my  own  little  Roda.  I  don't  mean  in 
that  way  any  more ;  but  I  mean  we  have  just 
been  a  couple  of  simpletons  to  go  on  as  we  have 
been  going  on  ever  since  I  came  home.  For  I 
never  loved  anyone  but  you,  Roda,  and  I  never 
saw  anybody  that  could  make  me  forget  you, 
and  I've  only  behaved  like  a  bear  to  you 
for  the  last  three  months,  because  I  thought 
you  were  going  to  marry  that  fellow  Fabian. 
But  now  that  you're  not — .  Look  in  my  face, 
Roda." 

Roda  did  look  up  for  one  short  moment ;  long 
enough  to  see  there  all  she  had  been  wearying 
so  long  to  find.     Yes,  it  was  Alec  again,  now  ; 

s  2 
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the  Alec  of  old  times.  There  was  the  same 
kind  look,  the  same  smile,  the  same  true  tender- 
ness overflowing  all  the  strength.  And  with 
an  April  of  smiles  and  tears  gleaming  upon  her 
face,  Roda  said, 

"Oh!  Alec!  I  think  I  do   know   who   you 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

rpHE  numerous  and  highly  respectable  audience 
who  attended  the  concluding  lecture  of 
the  Ulphusby  Mechanics'  Institute  might  possi- 
bly indulge  in  a  few  invidious  remarks  amongst 
themselves  respecting  the  extreme  tediousness 
of  its  winding  up.  For  after  Professor  Chip- 
pax  had  got  through  all  the  formations,  and 
said  as  much  as  could  be  said  about  each,  and 
finished  with  a  neat  little  peroration,  and  re- 
sumed his  seat,  as  all  lecturers  do  resume  their 
seats,  "amidst  loud  and  prolonged  cheering,"  the 
secretary  came  forward  to  read  over  the  names 
of   the    committee  for  the   ensuing  year,    and 
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propose  a  vote  of  thanks  to  those  who  were  re- 
tiring; which  vote  had  to  be  seconded  by  a 
speech  from  someone  else,  and  supported  by  a 
show  of  hands  from  the  meeting.  And  then 
there  was  a  vote  of  thanks  to  the  chairman,  also 
seconded,  supported,  and  replied  to ;  and  a 
vote  of  thanks  to  the  lecturer,  seconded,  sup- 
ported, and  replied  to;  and  another  to  the  trea- 
surer, seconded,  supported,  and  replied  to ;  and 
another  to  the  secretary  himself,  which,  being  the 
last,  w^as  seconded,  supported,  and  replied  to,  by 
a  unanimous  rush  to  the  doors,  and  great  con- 
gratulations amongst  the  gentlemen  on  the 
platform  that  the  affair  was  wound  up  at  last. 

All  this  sort  of  thing  might  be  very  tedious 
to  some  of  the  audience,  who  were  lono'lns  to 
get  home  to  their  toddy  and  cigars,  but  if  the 
winding-up  had  taken  twice  as  long  as  it  did, 
the  time  would  not  have  passed  heavily  for  Alec 
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and  Roda,  who  sat  by  the  study  fire,  with  Jeff 
in  front  of  them  shakin  his  little  black  head 
with  as  much  satisfaction  as  though  the  present 
happy  state  of  affairs  had  been  the  result  of  his 
own  single  and  unassisted  sagacity. 

It  seemed  as  if  they  had  only  been  sitting 
there  for  a  moment  or  two,  when  at  eleven  of 
the  clock  Dr.  Montagu  and  Aunt  Phillis  came 
home.  For  there  was  so  much  to  tell,  so  much 
to  hear,  so  much  misunderstanding  to  be  kissed 
and  laughed  and  cried  away.  Alec  had  to 
begin  first  and  go  through  all  his  experience  ; 
how,  coming  back  to  the  Old  Deanery  with 
such  bright  anticipations,  the  thought  of  his 
little  Roda,  the  hope  of  claiming  her  for  his 
ow^n,  filling  him  with  joy  that  seemed  almost  too 
great  to  last,  he  had  seen  her  make  her  appear- 
ance under  the  care  of  another ;  courted,  flat- 
tered, caressed  by  that  other,  as  no  one  but  him- 
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self  had  any  right  to  court  and  flatter  and 
caress  her.  And  how  next  morning,  when  that 
muff  of  a  fellow  came  ao;ain — Alec  said  he 
would  call  him  a  muff  of  a  fellow  now,  and 
Roda  made  no  objections — he  seemed  to  appro- 
jM'iate  her  in  such  an  easy,  assured,  future-hus- 
band-like manner,  that  Alec  felt  there  was  no- 
thing for  it  but  resigning  himself  to  his  fate. 
But  he  had  been  determined  to  punish  her  for 
her  inconstancy,  and  though  he  could  not  help 
loving  her  still,  at  the  bottom  of  his  heart,  yet 
he  tried  all  sorts  of  ways  to  make  her  uncom- 
fortable. 

^'  And  I  did  make  you  uncomfortable,  Roda, 
didn't  I  ?  But  I  am  sure  it  was  just  as  bad  for 
me.  I  was  just  as  miserable  as  ever  I  could  be, 
all  the  time  I  was  trying  to  make  you  so." 

Roda  looked  up  with  such  a  bright,  happy 
smile. 
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"  Never  mind,   Alec,  it's  all  over  now,  isn't 

itr 

Alec  said  "  Yes  "  to  that  in  his  own  fashion. 
With  those  rosy  lips  so  near,  it  was  hard  to 
give  any  other  reply.  And  then  he  told  her 
how  he  believed  he  should  regularly  have  gone 
to  the  bad,  got  wild  and  reckless,  and  good-for- 
nothing,  if  it  had  not  been  for  his  changing  to 
the  old  house  at  Ulphus  Court,  and  getting  to 
know  Marian  Govan,  and  watching  day  by  day 
her  beautiful  life  and  her  gentle  patient  ways, 
and  learning  from  her  that  there  are  other 
things  in  the  world  than  having  one's  heart 
brightened  with  love,  and  one's  path  covered 
Avith  flowers.  It  was  Marian  Govan,  he  said, 
who  saved  him  when  he  would  have  gone 
astray,  and  laid  her  cool  hand  upon  him  when 
he  was  so  hot  and  restless,  and  taught  him  to 
suffer  and  be  strong. 
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"  If  it  had  not  been  for  her,  Eoda,  I  should 
have  been  a  scapegrace  by  this  time — a  real 
bad,  harum-scarum  fellow — a  disgrace  to  every- 
one who  had  anything  to  do  with  me.  You 
needn't  despise  me  for  it,  Eoda ;  but  when  I 
thought  you  had  deserted  me,  I  just  felt  as  if 
I  had  no  faith  in  anybody,  and  as  if  the  world 
was  nothing  but  a  great  cheatery  warehouse, 
where  those  who  could  tell  the  most  lies  got 
best  waited  on,  and  those  who  had  nothing  but 
their  honesty  to  deal  with  were  kicked  out. 
And  I  expect  I  should  liave  gone  on  thinking 
so  until  now,  if  it  hadnt  been  for  Marian 
Govan." 

And  then  came  Eoda's  little  simple  story, 
told  with  many  a  smile  and  tear.  How  she  had 
thought  of  Alec  ever  since  he  went  away  to 
Frankfort,  and  prayed  for  him  every  night,  and 
never  cared  about  lovini^  anyone  but  him ;   and 
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how  over  and  over  again  she  had  pictured  to 
herself  how  happy  they  should  be  when  he  came 
home,  if  only  he  was  just  the  same,  as  kind  and 
good  and  loving  as  ever.  And  then  how  she 
came  out,  and  began  to  have  beautiful  white 
dresses  and  wear  flowers  in  her  hair,  and  go  to 
j)arties,  where  the  people  said  such  very  flatter- 
ing things  to  her,  and  were  so  very  anxious  to 
get  her  to  dance  with  them,  and  used  always 
to  be  paying  her  such  pretty  compliments. 

"  No  wonder,"  thought  Alec  to  himself,  as  he 
looked  down  upon  that  sweet  face,  so  glowing 
now  with  more  than  girlish  beauty. 

But  she  didn't  care  a  bit  for  all  that,  she  said, 
nor  for  all  Mr.  Fabian's  compliments  either ; 
and  when  people  praised  her  for  being  so 
pretty,  it  only  made  her  glad  because  she 
thought  Alec  would  like  her  better  for  it.  And 
she  used  to  wonder  what  he  would  say  to  her, 
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and  whether  he  really  would  think  her  so  very 
much  improved.  And  then,  wdien  he  did  come 
home,  he  never  said  anything  at  all ;  he  only 
looked  at  her  in  that  hard,  cold,  disagreeable 
way,  as  if  he  had  quite  forgotten  all  that  they 
used  to  be  to  each  other.  So  that  she  could 
not  help  thinking  he  had  found  some  one  in 
Germany  that  he  loved  best,  and  that  had  made 
her  so  miserable.  She  was  sure,  and  she  dare 
tell  him  so  now,  that  she  should  never,  never 
be  happy  any  more  if  he  gave  over  loving 
her. 

"  Oh  !  you  little  goose,"  said  Alec,  kissing 
away  the  tears  which  had  gathered  on  Eoda's 
eyelashes  at  the  thought  of  such  a  terrible  state 
of  affairs.  "  How  could  you  think  that  I  should 
ever  care  for  anyone  but  you  ?" 

"  And  how  coidd  you  think  that  I  could  ever 
care    for    anyone    but    you  ?"    replied    Koda, 
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archly.  "  And  so,  you  see,  if  I  was  a  little 
goose,  you  were  a  great  one,  and  that  is  all  the 
difference  between  us,  although  you  do  think 
yourself  so  very  grand  and  clever." 

''  Miss  Montagu,"  and  Alec  drew  himself  up 
majestically,  until  he  was  so  tall,  that  Roda, 
standing  on  tip-toe,  could  only  just  reach  the 
tip  of  his  chin  with  her  forehead — "  Miss  Mon- 
tagu, I  will  allow  no  nonsense.  Pray  remem- 
ber that  you  are  speaking  to  an  individual  who 
may  possibly,  at  some  future  period,  be  the 
Governor-General  of  one  of  the  most  important 
colonies  in  Her  Majesty's  dominions." 

^'  In  which  case,"  said  E,oda,  ^'  if  you  carry 
your  head  so  high,  the  frost  will  bite  it  off ;  and 
then  what  a  magnificent  Governor-General 
you  will  be  !  I  don't  mean,  though,  that  if 
you  did  lose  it,  you  would  be  very  much  worse, 
because  it  is  so  ugly." 
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"Miss  Montagu,  you  are  personal.  If  my 
facial  development  is  not  equal  to  that  of  the 
Antinous " 

"Mine  will  make  up  for  it,"  put  in  Roda, 
pretending  to  draw  herself  up  as  grandly  as 
Alec,  "  because,  when  I  was  helping  Mr. 
Fabian  to  decorate  the  church  of  St.  Chad's,  he 
told  me  that  mine  was  the  fairest  face  that  had 
ever  bowed  before  shrine  of  saint  or  virgin. 
Those  were  the  very  words,  Alec  ;  so  what  do 
you  think  of  that  now  ? — the  fairest  face  that 
ever  bowed  before " 

"  There,  there,  Roda — stop  that  nonsense," 
and  Alec  stooped  from  his  six  feet  of  dignity, 
until  Roda's  lips  were  on  a  level  with  his  own 
again.  "  You  don't  suppose  that  I  want  to 
hear  all  the  flummery  that  Mr.  Fabian  thought 
proper  to  treat  3'ou  with." 

"It  wasn't  flummery,"  said  Roda,  mischiev- 
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ously.  "  I  thought  it  was  very  sensible  indeed 
— a  great  deal  better  than  being  told  that  I'm  a 
little  goose.  And  you  had  better  take  care,  Mr. 
Alec,  or  I  shall " 

"  What  shall  you  do,  little  one  f 

"  I  shall  go  over  to  the  Eitualists.  And  then 
what  shall  you  do  f 

"  Do ! — why,  I  shall  go  after  you,  to  be 
sure,  and  fetch  you  back.  But,  Roda,  tell  me 
just  one  thing,  will  you  ?" 

"Well,  what  is  it?" 

"  Will  you  confess  to  me  that " 

"  Confess  to  you  I  No  ;  if  I  confess  to  any- 
one, I  must  confess  to  Mr.  Fabian.  He  is  the 
proper  person,  you  know,  for  that  sort  of  thing. 
And  you  said  confession  was  all  stuff  and  non- 
sense.    Oh !  what  a  turn-coat  you  are !" 

Alec  chided  her  in  his  own  way  for  such  a 
piece   of    impertinence,    and    perpetrated,   too, 
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against  the  future  Governor-General  of  one  of 
the  most  important  colonies  in  Her  Majesty's 
dominions.  He  did  not  care,  though,  how 
often  she  transgressed,  whilst  the  punishment 
was  so  easily  within  his  reach.  And  it  was  so 
pleasant,  too,  to  see  her  own  very  self  again, 
with  all  the  old  mischievous  vivacity,  kept 
down  so  long  by  his  unkindness,  sparkling  up 
once  more,  unspoiled  as  ever. 

"  No,  no,  Roda,  don't  pretend  not  to  know 
what  I  mean.  Did  you  ever  love  Mr.  Fabian 
just  a  little  ?— a  very  little  f 

"No,  Alec,  I  didn't,  no  more  than  you  loved 
Gretchen  or  Linda." 

"I  never  had  a  Gretchen  or  a  Linda  to 
love.  But  he  must  have  cared  for  you  a 
little." 

"  Well,  I  can't  help  that." 

"No;  but  you  could  have  helped  behaving 
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as  you  did  to  him  that  morning  after  I  came 
back.  I'm  sure  I  thought  you  loved  him 
then." 

Roda's  face  flushed,  and  she  began  to  play  with 
Jeffs  curls  again.  She  did  not  so  very  much 
like  to  think  of  that  morning  after  Mrs.  Fal- 
coner's party. 

"  I  did  it.  Alec,  because  I  thought  you  had 
forgotten  me,  and  begun  to  love  someone  else. 
And—" 

"  Well,  go  on,  Roda." 

"  I  suppose  it  was  very  wrong,  and  I  wouldn't 
do  it  again  if  you  gave  me  the  chance." 

"  You  shan't  have  it,"  thought  Alec,  looking 
with  new  tenderness  upon  that  flushed,  trembling, 
downcast  face.  "Not  if  I  can  help  it,  any 
more." 

"  But  1  wanted  to  show  you  that  if  you 
didn't  care  for  the  past,  I  didn't  either." 

VOL.  III.  T 
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"And  didn't  you,  Eodaf 
"  Did  ijou,  Alec  ?" 

They  were  still  learning  the  happy  answer  to 
that  question,  in  tlieir  new-found  joy,  sweeter 
far  for  the  pain  and  bitterness  which  had  kept 
it  from  them  so  long,  when  Dr.  Montagu  and 
Miss  Chickory  came  home  from  the  Institute 
lecture  ;  the  doctor  growling  very  much  at  the 
lateness  of  the  hour,  and  the  tediousness  of  the 
proceedings.  Roda  took  flight  as  soon  as  their 
footsteps  were  heard  on  the  gravel-walk,  leaving 
Alec  to  explain  his  presence  there,  at  that  time 
of  night,  to  the  best  of  his  ability.  That  he  had 
done  it  somehow,  and  done  it  satisfactorily  too, 
Roda  found  out  when  Aunt  Phillis  came  up 
into  her  room  a  few  minutes  later  and  kissed  her. 

"  My  darling,  I  am  very  glad  that  you  are 
happy." 
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That  was  all  Aunt  Pbillls  said,  because  she 
was  not  a  person  that  ever  made  much  ado  over 
anything. 

It  was  late,  past  midnight,  when  Alec  got 
back  to  Ulphus  Court.  All  the  time  since  eight 
o'clock  Marian  had  been  sitting  by  the  fire, 
thinking :  just  as  she  had  taken  her  seat  there 
when  the  Latin  lesson  was  finished.  Xo  one 
else  was  stirring  in  the  house^  for  she  had  sent 
old  Margot  to  bed  as  the  clock  struck  nine. 
If  any  waiting  had  to  be  done  after  that  time, 
Marian  always  did  it,  for  Margot  was  no 
longer  so  hale  and  strong  as  in  the  days  of 
yore  ;  and  the  needful  stint  of  work  overmatched 
her  power  sometimes,  though  it  never  over- 
matched her  willingness. 

Time  after  time  the  Cathedral  bells  had 
chimed  out  the  hour,  as  Marian  sat  there  alone. 
She   had   never   watched    so   long  since   those 

T  2 
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nights  when  Avery,  going  out  as  he  said  for  a 
stroll  through  the  Close,  used  to  come  home 
sometimes  with  flushed  cheeks  and  unsteady  step 
at  twelve  o'clock,  or  later.  It  had  been  sad 
to  watch  then  ;  it  was  sad  to  watch  now. 

She  heard  a  step.  Alec's  step,  in  the  quad- 
rangle. In  that  utter  stillness,  which  for  the 
last  three  hours  had  been  broken  only  by  the 
chiming  of  the  Minster  bells,  she  could  hear  it 
very  distinctly.  She  made  the  fire  bright  and 
clean,  put  his  slippers  ready  for  him,  and  when 
he  came  in,  a  minute  or  two  afterwards,  met 
him  as  quietly  as  though  pain,  which  for  such 
as  her  can  only  come  once  in  a  lifetime,  had  not 
been  faced  and  conquered  since  they  parted 
four  hours  ago. 

"  I  am  so  sorry  to  have  kept  you  waiting  all 
this  time.  Miss  Govan.  How  I  must  have 
broken  your  rest." 
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"  Never  mind.  It  is  the  first  time  you  have 
done  so." 

"  Yes,  and  I  am  sure  it  shall  be  the  last.  I 
will  never  keep  you  waiting  in  this  way  again." 

"Thank  you.  I  know  you  will  not  if  you 
can  help  it ;  but  you  must  not  think  that  I 
would  not  be  quite  glad  to  do  it  for  you  again  if 
there  was  any  need." 

Alec  looked  very  kindly  at  her.  He  could 
not  have  looked  otherwise  upon  anyone,  even 
his  bitterest  enemy,  if  he  had  a  bitter  enemy,  to- 
night ;  still  less  upon  Marian  Govan,  who  had, 
by  unconscious  words  of  hers,  put  back  into  his 
keeping  a  treasure  which  he  thought  to  have  lost 
for  ever. 

"  You  have  been  better  to  me  than  I  deserve, 
Miss  Govan,"  he  said.  "  I  told  you  once  that 
you  were  as  much  as  a  sister  to  me,  but  I  think 
you  are  more  than  that  now.     At  any  rate,  you 
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have  done  for  me  what  no  sister  of  mine  could 
have  done." 

That  was  not  the  time  to  be  told  what  she 
had  done  for  him,  or  to  receive  any  thanks 
for  it.  She  gave  him  his  lamp,  trimmed 
and  lighted.  As  he  took  it  from  her  hand  he 
said — 

"This  is  not  the  brightest  light  you  have 
given  me,  Miss  Govan." 

Marian  did  not  catch  his  meaning  just  at 
first.  She  thought  something  was  amiss  with 
the  lamp,  and  took  it  from  him  again  to  re-trim 
it. 

"  I  don't  know,  I'm  sure,"  she  said.  "  I  did 
it  just  the  same  as  I  always  do  ;  and  I  can't  see 
why  it  should  not  burn  properly.  Will  you 
take  mine  instead?  That  is  quite  right, 
for  I  have  been  burning  it  here  all  the 
night." 
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But  Alec  only  laughed,  and  wished  her  good- 
night. 

What  a  dear,  quiet,  simple  girl  she  was,  as 
innocent-hearted  as  his  own  little  Roda,  only  so 
different. 

"  I  won't  take  3'our  light  away  from  you.  Miss 
Govan ;  this  of  mine  will  do  better  for  me 
than  yours.  I  only  meant  that  you  had  given 
me  something  brighter  than  my  lamp,  to- 
night." 

Marian  understood  him  now. 

"  Does  ■  Roda  know,  then,  what  Icetitiani 
means  ?" 

He  did  not  turn  his  face  away  this  time,  to 
hide  its  happy  triumph  from  her  ;  but  he  looked 
straight  into  her  eyes,  and  said,  as  he  held  her 
cold  hand  in  his  own  warm  clasp, 

"  Yes,  we  both  of  us  know  now." 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

TT  was  only  the  morning  after  this  unexpected 
termination  of  Roda's  troubles,  that  the 
Rev.  Marcus  Fabian,  having  been  encouraged 
thereto  by  his  sister,  repaired  to  the  Old 
Deanery,  and  requested  a  conference  with  Dr. 
Montagu,  for  the  purpose  of  offering  himself  as 
a  candidate  for  Miss  Montagu's  heart  and  hand, 
together  with  all  and  sundry  temporalities  ap- 
pertaining to  the  same ;  consideration  of  said 
temporalities  to  be  judiciously  left  in  the  back- 
ground, in  order  that  the  premature  mention  of 
them  might  not  cast  a  suspicion  upon  the  per- 
fect  disinterestedness   of   his   affection   for  the 
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young  lady  by  means  of  whose  worldly  ad- 
vantages he  hoped  to  achieve  comfort  and  com- 
petence. 

The  request  was  granted,  as  Dr.  Montagu 
happened  to  be  at  home,  and  disengaged.  The 
conference  took  place  in  the  study,  the  doctor 
sitting  in  the  capacious  easy-chair  which  had 
been  used  by  his  daughter  on  the  previous  even- 
ing, and  the  Rev.  Marcus  Fabian  supporting 
his  elegant  person  against  the  black  marble 
chimney-piece,  which  had  served  as  a  stay  to 
Alec  on  the  same  interesting  occasion.  But  the 
conference  was  neither  so  long  nor  so  pleasant 
as  that  in  which  Alec  and  Roda  had  only  a  few 
hours  before  played  their  part. 

For  after  Mr.  Fabian  had  opened  his  suit, 
and  urged  it  with  such  eloquent  persuasions  as 
were  at  his  command,  the  doctor  shook  his 
head  and  looked  grave.     He  regretted  that  he 
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was  under  the  necessity  of  saying  anything  to 
grieve  a  gentleman  for  whom  he  feit  so  much 
consideration  as  was  due  to  the  Rev.  Marcus 
Fabian  ;  but  tlie  power  of  offering  any  hope  of 
success  in  the  present  undertaking  had  been 
taken  out  of  his  hands  by  the  young  lady  her- 
self, whose  preference,  cherished,  as  he  found  it 
had  been  cherished  for  many  months,  in  favour 
of  the  son  of  one  of  his  oldest  college  friends, 
was  such  as  he  could  not  feel  himself  justified 
in  opposing.  And  since  the  onl}^  barrier  which 
his  paternal  prudence  or  affection  could  inter- 
pose, proceeded  from  his  daughter's  extreme 
youthfulness,  and  would,  therefore,  every  day 
become  less  and  less  insurmountable,  he  feared 
that  he  could  not  give  Mr.  Fabian  any  just 
grounds  of  encouragement  in  that  suit  for  the 
prosecution  of  which  he  had  honoured  him  by 
requesting  permission. 
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Mr.  Fabian  bowed  in  acknowledgment  of  the 
compliment  implied  by  the  doctor's  last  sen- 
tence, though  it  was  by  no  means  an  unexpected 
compliment.  Mr.  Fabian  was  quite  prepared 
to  be  told  that  his  preference,  wheresoever  ac- 
corded, could  only  be  looked  upon  in  the  light 
of  an  honour. 

^^Then  I  am  to  understand  that  the  young 
lady's  affections  are  already  engaged  f 

Dr.  Montagu  siornified  that  such  was  indeed 
the  state  of  the  case. 

"  And  with  your  own  authoritative  consent  1" 

"  With  my  own  authoritative  consent,"  re- 
plied the  doctor.  "  I  have  every  reason  to  be- 
lieve that  the  young  man  is  worthy  of  the  trea- 
sure which  he  has  obtained." 

Again  Mr.  Fabian  bowed  gracefully.  He 
did  everything  gracefully,  even  to  the  taking  of 
a  disappointment.     And  this  icas  a  disappoint- 
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ment — a  most  unlooked-for  disappointment. 
The  provokino;  land-fog  which  had  so  long 
interfered  with  his  tactics  and  prevented  him 
from  taking  his  bearings,  had,  it  is  true,  cleared 
off  at  last,  but  only  to  show  him  his  beautiful 
little  craft  with  her  colours  flying  topmast  high 
and  her  sails  spread  and  all  her  rich  cargo  so 
safely  stored, — hailed,  signalled,  and  towed  into 
port  by  that  foreign  cruiser  which  had  been 
hanging  about  for  weeks  in  the  offing,  without 
showing  so  much  as  a  rag  of  canvas  ready 
hoisted  for  pursuit.  And  just  as  he  had  got  his 
grappling  irons  ready  for  action  too,  and  was 
upon  the  very  point  of  firing  his  guns  and  pro- 
posing terms  of  surrender,  and  might  therefore 
be  justified  in  considering  the  prize  as  his  own, 
in  all  save  actual  possession  !  It  was  provoking 
in  the  extreme.  It  was  almost  humiliating ! 
However,  the  only  thing  he  could  do  was  to 
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put  a  brave  face  upon  the  matter  ;  to  hoist  his 
own  colours  topmast  hi^h,  and  run  up  his  sails 
and  shift  the  rudder,  and  tack  about  in  a  con- 
trar}'  direction  with  all  convenient  speed,  as 
though  to  let  the  successful  cruiser  see  that  the 
prize  was  not  so  very  valuable  after  all  ;  as 
though  it  was  not  so  much  consequence  who 
threw  out  the  grappling  hooks  and  towed  it  into 
port.  Accordingly  Mr.  Fabian  shook  hands 
politely  -^ith  the  doctor,  who  was  of  course 
very  sorry  for  him — would  have  had  much  plea- 
sure in  welcoming  him  as  a  son-in-law,  had  cir- 
cumstances been  more  propitious  ;  and  expressed 
a  cordial  wish  that  he  might  ere  loner  find  it 
possible  to  transfer  his  affections  to  some  other 
lady,  who  in  the  reciprocation  of  them  might 
confer  upon  him  that  happiness  which  in  the 
present  instance  had  been  unavoidably  withheld. 
To  all  which  good  wishes  ^Mr.  Fabian  replied 
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by  successive  bows,  quite  as  ele<Tant  as  those 
wherewith  lie  captivated  the  hearts  of  the  St. 
Chad's  young  ladies.  And  tlien  lie  took  up  his 
hat  and  departed,  to  report  to  the  assistant  com- 
mander, Mrs.  Dexter,  the  disastrous  result  of 
his  matrimonial  cruise.  Coming  out  from  the 
study,  he  ran  against  Alec  lanson,  wdiose  bright 
face  and  evident  air  of  at-homeness  supplied 
just  so  much  of  Roda's  love-story  as  her  papa 
had  left  untold. 

That  very  evening  Roda,  knowing  that  Alec 
w^ould  be  away  at  some  of  the  college  classes, 
cast  about  in  her  own  mind  for  an  excuse 
for  going  to  the  old  house  in  Ulphus  Court,  and 
found  it  at  last  in  the  carrying  of  a  bunch  of 
lilies  of  the  valley  to  Mrs.  Govan.  She  did  not 
like  to  appear  to  have  gone  for  that  purpose, 
and  yet  she  did  so  want  to  tell  Marian  all  about 
this  new^-found  303%  this  great  treasure  of  Alec's 
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love,  which  had  been  given  back  to  her  when 
she  seemed  to  have  lost  it  for  ever.  And  now 
a  new  tie  had  bound  her  to  Mrs.  Go  van's  gentle- 
hearted  daughter,  for  had  not  Marian  taken 
care  of  Alec  and  kept  him  for  her,  when  but 
for  that  keeping  his  life  might  have  been  wasted 
and  destroyed  ?  And  though  Marian  fulfilled 
her  trust  not  knowing  why  nor  for  whom  she 
did  it,  still  Roda  s  heart  warmed  to  her,  and  she 
would  fain  tell  her,  what  she  thought  must  be 
so  great  a  joy  to  her  to  know,  how  well  that 
trust  had  been  fulfilled — what  happiness  her 
wise  keeping  of  it  had  wrought. 

She  found  ^larian  alone,  busy  over  her 
Latin.  Little  Percy  Dexter  must  be  put 
through  his  hic,  Jicec,  JioCy  and  her  classical 
knowledge  so  far  pushed  forward,  as  to  enable 
her  to  prepare  pupils  for  the  Grammar  School, 
whatever  changes  passed  over  the  inner  story  of 
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her  life ;  and  those  exercises  must  be  conned 
over,  and  those  translations  prepared  for  Mr. 
lanson,  when  he  came  in  to  give  her  her  lesson, 
just  as  though  all  was  bright  and  pleasant 
as  heretofore.  Nay,  she  must  even  now 
try  to  be  more  diligent,  and  fill  up  those  long, 
quiet  evenings  with  closer  study  ;  for  how 
better  could  she  please  her  teacher  than  by 
showing  him  of  her  progress  ? — and  how  else 
but  with  hard  work  could  she  keep  away  the 
sad  thoughts  that  would  sometimes  come,  when 
no  voice  of  friend  or  companion  broke  her 
loneliness  ? 

"  You  are  always  busy  about  something, 
Marian,"  said  Roda,  turning  over  the  books 
which  lay  upon  the  table.  *'  I  sometimes  think 
you  must  have  two  or  three  lives  rolled  into 
one.  You  seem  to  do  work  for  so  much  more 
than  your  own." 
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Marian  put  away  her  exercise,  and  prepared 
for  an  evening's  chat  with  the  bright,  happy 
looking  girl^  who  seemed  to  have  brought  a 
breeze  of  fresh  life  with  her  into  that  dim  little 
room. 

"  I  don't  generally  work  so  hard  in  an  even- 
ing, Roda  ;  but,  you  know,  I  am  trying  to  get 
on  with  my  Latin  now,  so  that  I  may  be  able  to 
put  in  my  next  advertisement,  '  Pupils  prepared 
for  the  Grammar  School.'  Doesn't  that  sound 
grand  ?  Mr.  Alison  says  he  thinks  I  shall  be 
able  to  raise  my  terms  after  Midsummer,  if  I 
can  add  Latin  to  the  rest  of  the  things  I  am 
qualified  to  teach." 

"  Yes.  Alec  said  a  long  time  ago  you  were 
learning,  and  3'ou  got  on  so  very  fast.  I  won- 
dered whatever  you  wanted  to  learn  Latin  for. 
I'm  sure  you  used  to  work  hard  enough 
before." 
VOL.  III.  U 
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"  You  see,  I  am  so  very  grasping,  Roda.  I 
want  to  get  as  much  money  as  ever  I  can.  But, 
you  know,  I  may  not  be  able  to  teach  all  my 
life,  and  then " 

"  Why,  then,"  said  Roda,  very  simply,  ^'  you 
must  live  without  teaching." 

"  Yes,  but  how  ?     That  is  the  question." 

"  Of  course — I  had  forgotten  that.  1  always 
took  it  for  granted  that  when  people  gave  over 
working,  there  w^as  somebody  ready  to  take 
care  of  them.  But  I  don't  think  I  ever  thought 
very  much  about  it  at  all." 

"  I  don't  think  you  did,  either,"  said  Marian, 
almost  amused  in  spite  of  herself  at  the  sim- 
plicity of  this  young  girl,  whose  life  had  been 
so  sheltered  from  everything  that  could  touch  it 
with  care  or  anxiety.  "  And  I  hope  you  never 
will  have  to  think  about  it — at  least,  not  as 
many  people  have  to  do ;  though  how  we  shall 
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get  a  living  when  we  can't  work  any  longer,  is 
not  the  most  important  thing  that  can  be  thought 
about." 

Koda  looked  mystified,  as  if  she  did  not 
exactly  know  what  Marian  meant.  And  then 
she  began  to  play  with  the  flowers  she  had 
brought.  She  wanted,  somehow,  to  get  the 
conversation  brought  round  to  Alec.  Nothing 
seemed  of  any  interest  now  until  she  had  told 
Marian  all  about  what  had  happened ;  but  not 
having  the  conversational  steering  tactics  of 
some  people — Mrs.  Dexter,  for  instance — she 
did  not  know  how  to  get  the  subject  introduced. 
Marian  saw  that  she  was  restless  and  ill  at  ease, 
and  guessing  the  object  of  her  visit,  gave  her 
the  opportunity  of  unburdening  her  loving  little 
heart  of  its  new  joy. 

*^You  have  been  learning  Latin  too,  have 
you  not,  Roda  ?" 

u2 
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"  Oh  !  no,"  said  Rocla,  innocently — "  at  least, 
I  mean  I  did  learn  it  a  long  time  ago,  but  I 
have  quite  forgotten  all  about  it  now.  I  don't 
think  I  could  conjugate  one  of  the  nouns  if  I 
tried  ever  so  long." 

"  No,  I  don't  suppose  you  could,"  said  Ma- 
rian, laughing,  "  nor  decline  the  verbs  either." 

"  No  ;  I  am  quite  sure  I  could  not  decline 
the  verbs.  You  know  it  is  such  a  very  long 
time  now  since  I  learned,  and  I  forget  things 
so.  But  are  they  the  verbs  that  you  decline  ? 
Let  me  see.  Or  the  nouns?  No,  I  think  I 
used  to  decline  the  nouns,  but  I  won't  be  quite 
sure." 

"  I  think  you  had  better  decline  them  both, 
altogether,  Roda,  that  will  be  the  safest  way. 
But  Mr.  lanson  has  been  teaching  you  one  word, 
at  any  rate,  lately,  has  he  not  ?  You  have 
learned  what  Icetitiam  means." 
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Rocla  coloured  up,  and  her  lips  trembled,  and 
she  pretended  to  be  very  busy  arranging  her 
lilies  for  a  moment  or  two.  But  it  was  no  use 
trying  to  appear  unconcerned  when  the  smiles 
and  tears  were  chasing  each  other  over  her  face, 
like  the  showers  and  sunshine  of  a  spring  morn- 
ing. She  very  wisely  laid  her  head  on  Marian's 
lap,  and  had  a  real  good  cry,  her  sobs  inter- 
spersed with  assurances  that  she  was  only  crying 
because  she  was  so  very  happy  ;  there  didn't 
seem  any  other  way  for  it  to  show  itself.  By- 
and-by  she  looked  up,  her  face  glistening  like 
the  flowers  after  rain. 

"  Oh  I  yes  I  I  know  what  that  means,  now. 
How  I  did  laugh  when  Alec  told  me  what  a 
funny  mistake  he  made ;  and  you  must  have 
thought  him  such  a  goose.  But  you  know  he 
was  thinking  just  then  about — you  know  what 
he  was  thinking  about,  Marian." 
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"Yes,  Eoda;Iknow." 

And  stooping  over  that  bright  young  face, 
Marian  pressed  upon  it  a  true  woman's  kiss  of 
congratulation. 

Eoda's  tongue  was  soon  loosened  when 
the  awkwardness  of  the  first  confession  was 
over. 

"  Oh  !  Marian,"  she  said,  "  I  have  such  a  great 
deal  to  tell  you  about  it.  You  know  when  Alec 
came  home  from  Germany,  and  got  it  into  his 
head  that  I  was  engaged  to  Mr.  Fabian,  because 
I  happened  to  come  home  with  him  from  the 
Deanery  ball,  it  vexed  him  so  that  he  said  he 
was  just  ready  to  give  up  everything,  and  he 
didn't  care  what  became  of  him,  and  whe- 
ther he  got  through  the  college  properly,  or 
passed  his  examination,  or  anything.  Because 
you  know " 

And  here  Koda  began  to  fidget  with  her  lilies 
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again,  while  the  rosy  colour  stole  over  her  face. 
"BecausCj  you  know,  we  had  loved  each 
other  a  long  time,  and  we  promised  each  other 
before  he  ever  went  to  Frankfort  at  all,  at  least, 
if  we  didn't  promise  we  meant  it  just  the  same, 
not  to  love  anybody  else ;  so  that  he  thought  it 
was  very  wrong  of  me  to  forget  him,  and  of 
course  it  would  have  been  if  I  really  had  for- 
gotten. And  then  it  was  settled  for  him  to 
come  and  live  with  you,  that  he  might  study 
harder,  as  he  said,  but  he  told  me  that  wasn't 
the  real  reason.  The  real  reason  was  that  he 
didn't  like  to  stop  at  the  Old  Deanery,  and  keep 
seeing  me  when  I  had  behaved  so  badly  to  him. 
And  I  dont  know  how  it  was,  but  you  seemed 
to  have  such  an  influence  over  him,  and  he  said 
it  was  seeing  your  beautiful  life,  and  watching 
how  patiently  you  bore  everything,  and  how  you 
never  seemed  to  think  about  yourself,  that  did 
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him  so  much  good.  He  says  you  taught  him 
that  there  was  something  else  to  live  for  besides 
just  one's  own  enjoyment." 

".Hush,  Roda!"  And  Marian  laid  her  hands 
upon  the  rosy  lips  that  were  praising  her  so  elo- 
quently. "  That  will  do.  Tell  me  how  you  love 
him,  and  not  what  1  have  done  for  him." 

And  yet  to  think  that  she  had  done  this  for 
him,  took  out  of  her  cup  its  last  taste  of  bitter- 
ness. If  those  three  mouths  had  given  Mr. 
lanson  more  than  they  had  cost  her,  she  was 
content.  And  they  had  done  so.  She  could 
not  bring  his  life  to  its  full  happy  completeness, 
but  she  had  made  him  worthy  to  wear  the  crown 
of  Roda's  love  And  if,  rejoicing  in  that 
love  through  all  the  years  to  come,  he  some- 
times thought  of  htr  who  had  kept  him  from 
despising,  or  becoming  unfit  for  it,  that  was 
enough. 
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But  Roda  only  laughed  her  merry,  silvery 
laugh,  as  merry  and  as  silvery  as  the  black- 
bird's first  notes,  when  an  April  shower  has 
passed. 

"  No,  Marian,  I  never  can  tell  you  that,^'  she 
said,  "  I  never  can  tell  you  how  much  I  love 
him,  and  how  very  pleasant  it  is  to  be  loved  by 
him.  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  which  is  the  best, 
to  love  him,  or  to  know  that  he  loves  me.  But 
I  can  tell  you  how  much  I  love  you,  for  having 
taken  care  of  him  when  I  had  vexed  him  away 
from  me.  And  he  says,  too,  that  he  shall  never 
forcret  what  vou  have  done  for  him,  and  how  he 
seemed  to  take  hold  of  you,  and  lift  himself  up 
again  when  he  had  almost  given  over  caring 
whether  he  ever  got  along  any  more." 

"  Hark  !  he  is  coming,"  said  Marian.  ''  That 
is  his  footstep." 

Yes,  it  was  Alec's  footstep  ;  and  presently  he 
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came  in,  looking  as  bright  and  happy  as  when 
Mr.  Fabian  ran  against  him  that  morning  at  the 
study  door. 

"  Now  for  the  Latin,"  he  said,  seeing  Marian 
amongst  her  books.  "We  must  have  a  long 
lesson,  to  make  up  for  my  inattention  last  night. 
Is  this  your  exercise  ?  Now,  don't  let  us  waste 
a  moment." 

And  then  Roda's  face  peeped  out  from  be- 
hind the  great  easy-chair,  where  she  had 
hidden  herself  when  she  heard  that  Alec  was 
coming. 

"  Oh !  you  little  mischief.  So  you  are  at 
your  tricks  again.  Don't  you  think  I  shall  have 
my  hands  very  full  with  her,  some  day,  Miss 
Govan,  if  she  has  no  more  sense  of  propriety 
than  this  f 

After  that  followed  a  great  commotion,  as 
Miss  Roda  pretended  to  resist  being  drawn  out 
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of  her  hiding-place,  and  made  to  confess  why 
she  had  come  to  Ulphus  Court  at  that  untimely 
hour  of  the  day,  or  rather  night. 

"  I  suppose  you  came  to  inquire  my  character 
of  the  landlady,  Koda,  was  that  it  ?  Couldn't 
trust  me,  I  am  afraid,  until  you  had  satisfied 
yourself  as  to  my  domestic  habits.  I  hope  you 
were  merciful  to  me,  Miss  Govan,  and  said  as 
much  for  me  as  will  get  me  the  situation.  I 
have  been  wild  and  wayward,  but  I  w^on't  be  so 
no  more,  as  the  song  goes.  Isn't  that  the  way 
the  song  goes,  Roda  ?" 

"  I  don't  know  how  the  song  goes,  but  I  know 
how  the  time  goes,  and  I  ought  to  go  too.  Will 
you  please  to  give  my  love  to  Mrs.  Govan, 
Marian,  and  tell  her  I  came  to  bring  her  these 
flowers." 

"  Oh !  Eoda,  wdiat  a  story,"  and  Alec  put  up 
his  hands  in  pious  horror  of  the  duplicity  of 
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Youno;  ladles  in  general,  and  Koda  in  particular. 
"You  know  very  well  you  came  to  do  nothing 
of  the  sort.  She  came  to  tell  you  that  she  had 
been  and  gone  and  done  it — now,  didn't  she, 
Miss  Govan  ?" 

Miss  Govan  very  wisely  declined  to  answer 
any  questions  on  that  subject.  But  she  told 
Alec  that  if  Roda  wanted  to  go  home,  he  must 
get  his  hat  again  and  go  with  her.  The  lesson 
could  be  put  off  until  his  return. 

"  Or  perhaps  until  to-morrow,"  said  Marian, 
archly.  "  Shall  we  say  to-morrow,  ^Ir.  Ian- 
son  r 

Alec  laughed. 

*^  You  are  just  as  bad  as  Roda,  Miss  Govan. 
I  see  I  shall  have  no  peace  now  so  long  as  I 
remain  in  Ulphusby.  Yes,  I  think  we  will  say 
to-morrow.  Perhaps,  you  know,  I  shall  play  a 
game  of  chess  with  the  Doctor." 
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*'  And  then  again,  perhaps  you  won  t,"  said 
Marian,  laughing  too. 

If  the  leaf  that  had  Icetitiam  on  it  had  been 
torn  out  of  her  book,  that  was  a  loss  which  no 
one  but  herself  would  ever  know. 

So  Alec  took  Roda  home,  and  Marian  pre- 
pared for  another  vigil.  It  was  not  so  long  as 
the  first  one,  though.  Alec  got  home  this  time 
before  the  ^linster  bells  liad  chimed  eleven. 

"  I  am  not  going  to  trespass  any  more.  Miss 
Govan,"  he  said,  "  after  to-night,  for  we  have 
entered  into  a  compact  at  the  Old  Deanery — no 
followers  allowed  after  nine  o'clock,  except  by 
special  agreement.  And  so  the  quiet  of  the 
quadrangle  will  not  be  disturbed  any  more.  I 
am  sure  the  policeman  under  the  archway 
looked  at  me  to-night  as  if  he  thought  I  was  a 
suspicious  character." 

"  And  so  you  are,"  said  Marian,  "  for  suspect- 
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ing  what  you  did  about  Koda  and  Mr.  Fabian 
last  night." 

"Ah!  well,  that  is  over  now.  And,  Miss 
Govan,"  Alec  added,  more  seriously,  "  has  Koda 
told  you  all? — how  your  life  kept  mine  from 
becoming  a  failure? — how  your  example  set 
before  me  the  right  way,  and  made  me  worthy 
— no,  not  worthy  of  Koda's  love — I  never  can 
be  that,  but  you  kept  me  from  being  quite  un- 
worthy of  it  ?     Has  she  told  you  all  ?" 

"She  has  told  me  that  you  are  both  very 
happy,  and  that  is  all  I  want  to  hear.  You 
know  what  the  word  means  now;  the  word, 
you  remember,  that  was  torn  out  of  my 
book." 

"  Yes  ;  and  I  hope  some  day  you  will  know  it 
too." 

"  I  shall,"  said  Marian,  quietly. 

For  she  knew  that  the  missing  leaf  was  safe 
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somewhere,  and  would  one  day  be  given  back 
to  her,  the  long-lost  word  wi'itten  upon  it  in 
golden  letters,  that  could  never  fade. 
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CHAPTER  XY. 

A  LEG  lANSON  did  not  stay  much  longer 
at  the  old  house  in  Ulphus  Court.  Early 
in  June,  when  those  two  old  elm  trees  on  the 
lawn  were  at  their  greenest,  and  the  sunlight 
lingered  long  upon  the  carved  bosses  and  tim- 
bered fronts  of  the  old  houses,  Mrs.  Govan 
died. 

Died  very  quietly — very  calmly,  without  any 
great  struggle  or  suffering,  sheltered  to  the  last 
by  that  tender  care  which  liad  kept  from  her  so 
long  all  pain,  or  want,  or  anxiety,  that  could  be 
kept  away  by  human  love.  She  never  knew 
any  more  about  Avery    than    that    he   was    in 
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Paris,  working  very  hard,  and  only  waiting 
until  times  looked  up  a  little  to  make  his  way, 
and  be  a  comfort  to  them  both.  Marian  kept 
from  her  mother  those  haunting  anxieties  and 
fears  which  were  only  too  well  founded,  but 
which  no  care  of  hers  could  have  lessened. 
Mrs.  Govan  never  knew  about  his  leaving  his 
own  country  in  disgi'ace,  about  his  hiding  away 
in  a  foreign  city  from  his  creditors,  about  his 
frequent  demands  for  money  before  he  went, 
and  the  hard  pinching  and  self-denial  out  of 
which  Marian  had  contrived  to  meet  them.  She 
quite  thought  he  would  come  back  soon,  to  be 
a  stay  to  the  family — to  take  care  of  Marian, 
and  keep  her  from  having  to  work  so  hard. 
Almost  her  last  thoughts  were  about  him.  To- 
wards the  close  of  that  bright  June  evening, 
still,  balmy,  bright,  as  she  lay  propped  up  with 
pillows,  listening  to  the  bells  which  were  ring- 
VOL.  III.  X 
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ing  for  Whit-tide,  she  asked  if  there  had  been 
a  letter  from  him  that  day. 

"  No,  not  to-day,  mother,"  said  Marian  cheer- 
fully— there  had  been  no  letter  now  for  three 
months — "  not  to-day,  mother.  You  know  he 
may  be  working  very  hard,  and  he  has  not  much 
time  to  write.     It  will  come  soon." 

"  Ah  !  yes — I  forgot.  He  is  working  very 
hard.  Poor  boy,  he  always  used  to  say  he  had 
to  work  so  hard;  but  he  will  get  on  some 
day." 

And  then  she  said,  more  faintly,  for  the  life 
was  ebbing  fast — 

"  He  will  come  by-and-by.  It  will  be  all 
right,  Marian,  will  it  not  ?" 

"Yes,  mother,  it  will  be  all  right." 

Before  those  Cathedral  chimes  had  ceased, 
Marian  Govan  was  an  orphan. 

Aunt  Phillis  came  and  stayed  with  her  until 
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the  funeral.  After  that,  Alec  went  to  the  col- 
lege and  finished  his  studies  there.  It  was  not 
according  to  the  received  code  of  etiquette  that 
he  should  stay  in  Marian's  house  when  she  had 
no  mother  or  elderly  female  relative  to  make  it 
proper  for  him  to  be  there.  When  he  had 
finished  his  course,  he  went  up  to  London  to 
pass  the  needful  examination ;  and  then,  his 
friend  in  the  Government  having  got  him  a 
home  appointment  instead  of  one  abroad,  he 
went  over  to  Canada  to  spend  a  year  with  his 
friends  there,  before  returning  to  England  and 
settling  down  to  domestic  life. 

The  Rev.  Marcus  Fabian  also  took  unto  him- 
self a  wife,  though  whether  he  lived  joyfully 
with  her  all  the  days  of  his  life,  is  a  question 
not  yet  settled.  After  his  disappointment  in 
connection  with  Miss  Montagu,  he  had  some 
thoughts  of  mounting  another  step  of  the  eccle- 
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siastical  staircase,  and  advocating  celibacy 
amongst  the  clergy.  But  when  he  began  to  con- 
sider the  subject  in  its  practical  bearings,  he  de- 
cided that  celibacy,  on  an  income  of  a  hundred 
and  fifty  pounds  a  year — the  present  value  of 
his  curacy — for  a  man  of  good  family  and  re- 
fined habits,  and  expensive  tastes,  especially  in 
the  matter  of  ecclesiastical  vestments,  was  a 
somewhat  cramped  estate,  requiring  much  more 
economy  than  he  should  feel  disposed  to  prac- 
tise ;  and  he  again  took  counsel  of  Mrs.  Dexter, 
who  advised  him  by  all  means  to  ally  himself 
with  some  wealthy  family,  and  become  settled 
in  life. 

Accordingly,  Mr.  Fabian  looked  round  him 
once  more  with  a  view  to  matrimon}^  Since 
tlie  fact  of  Miss  Montagus  engagement  to 
young  lanson  had  transpired  in  the  Close,  Miss 
Lesbanks  had   resumed  her  patronage  of   the 
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ritualistic  movement,  and  attended,  as  hereto- 
fore, the  dally  services  at  St.  Chad's,  a  practice 
which  had  been  discontinued  by  her  since  the 
Deanery  ball.  She  also  laboured  again  with 
praiseworthy  assiduity  at  the  periodical  decora- 
tions, and  began  to  visit  Miss  Crossfield's  shop 
as  frequently  as  ever  in  quest  of  designs  for 
monograms,  pulpit  cushions,  altar  cloths,  and 
the  like.  Moreover,  Miss  Lesbanks  had  five 
hundred  a  year,  payable  quarterly  into  her  own 
hands,  from  the  executors  of  her  deceased  mater- 
nal uncle,  the  late  member  for  Ulphusby,  besides 
considerable  expectations,  and  a  few  influential 
relatives  in  the  Church  ;  and  these  ad- 
vantages abundantly  compensated  for  any  trifl- 
ing defects  of  face,  temper,  disposition,  and 
character,  which,  in  a  portionless  and  unconnect- 
ed young  lady,  would  seriously  have  marred  her 
prospects  in  life.     Mrs.  Dexter  thought,  upon 
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the  whole,  it  would  be  advisable  for  her  brother 
to  adventure  his  hopes  in  that  direction,  more 
especially  as  she  felt  convinced,  from  divers 
unmistakable  indications,  that  the  said  Miss 
Lesbanks  would  be  in  no  wise  loth  to  place 
herself,  her  assets  and  expectations,  at  the  dis- 
posal of  a  suitable  partner  for  life. 

Marcus,  who  was  a  most  obedient  brother, 
did  adventure  his  hopes,  and  this  time  with 
signal  success,  no  land-fog  baffling  him,  no 
foreign  craft  bearing  down  from  an  opposite 
point  of  the  compass,  and  carrying  the  richly- 
laden  vessel  away  under  his  very  eyes.  At 
Whit-tide,  when  the  splendid  old  church  of  St. 
Chad's  was  again  in  the  hands  of  the  decora- 
tive committee,  and  ^liss  Lesbanks,  got  up  for 
the  occasion  with  elegant  simplicity,  was  adjust- 
ing vases  of  white  hlies  upon  the  altar,  Mr. 
Fabian,  who  held  the  basket  for  her,   ran  his 
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colours  topmast  high,  and  signalled  as  follows — 
"  Miss  Lesbanks,  these  are  the  flowers  a  bride 
should  wear." 

"  Yes,"  replied  Miss  Lesbanks,  piously,  with 
downcast  eyes,  thinking  that  her  spiritual 
director  referred  to  the  female  noviciate  which 
he  had  advocated  of  late — "  the  bride  who  casts 
from  her  the  false  allurements  of  the  world, 
and  dedicates  herself  to  the  sweet  seclusion  of 
conventual  life.  I  long  at  times,  'Mr.  Fabian, 
to  quit  this  weary  world,  and  wear  these  pure 
blossoms  as  the  token  of  my  renunciation  of  its 
deceitful  pleasures — its  gilded  vanities.  What 
is  joy  but  a  hollow^  mask  ? — what  are  all  earth- 
ly delights  to  her  who  has  found  out  the 
supreme  blessedness  of  a  life  of  self-denial  and 
sohtude  r 

And  Miss  Lesbanks  extended  her  hand  for 
another  lily. 
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That  was  a  different  idea  altogether.  Mr. 
Fabian  did  not  mean  that  sort  of  thing  at  all. 
INIiss  Lesbanks  might  do  very  much  better 
with  her  five  hundred  a  year  than  give  it  to  the 
support  of  some  conventual  sisterhood.  He 
must  hasten  to  disabuse  her  mind  of  such  a 
foolish  notion,  and  convince  her  that  the 
Church  required  no  such  sacrifice  on  her  part 
as  the  dedication  of  that  comfortable  quarterly 
income  to  purely  ecclesiastical  uses.  He  gave 
her  another  hly,  but  retained  the  hand  which 
was  reached  out  to  take  it. 

"  Excuse  me,  dear  Miss  Lesbanks,"  he  said, 
persuasively,  "  but  that  is  a  false  idea  of  Chris- 
tian duty  which  seeks  to  withdraw  the  loving 
heart  from  the  sphere  of  home  life,  and  confine 
it  to  the  colder  regions  of  spiritual  aspiration. 
Permit  me  to  hope  that,  upon  such  a  sacrifice 
as    this,    your    mind    is    not    irrevocably    fixed. 
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Permit  me  to  urge  the  claims  of  many  beloved 
friends — permit  me  to  urge  my  own  fondly- 
cherished  hopes,  and  seek  to  win  you  from  these 
lofty  heights  of  devotion  to  the  more  flowery 
paths  of  home  and  social  life.  Wear  these 
flowers,  not  as  the  bride  of  the  Church,  but  as 
mi/  bride." 

Miss  Lesbanks  was  quite  overcome,  and  had 
to  sit  down  on  one  of  the  crimson  velvet  stools 
to  recover  herself. 

It  was  so  very  unexpected,  she  said,  such  a 
perfectly  unlooked-for  revulsion  of  feeling. 
Mr.  Fabian  must  pardon  her  if — if  really  she 
was  in  such  a  state  of  nervous  agitation,  that  she 
could  not  express  her  sentiments  with  sufficient 
clearness  to  give  him  even  the  faintest  idea  of 
the  conflicting  emotions  which  his  words  had 
produced  in  her  mind. 

"  I  hope,"  and  Mr.  Fabian  bent  with  graceful 


314  Alecs  Bride. 

solicitude  over  the  hand  which  he  still  held 
within  his  own,  "  I  hope  your  allegiance  to  the 
Church  has  not  already  placed  you  beyond  my 
reach.  Surely  its  vows  are  not  upon  you  even 
now?" 

"  Oh !  no,  no ;  nothing  of  the  sort,"  gasped 
Miss  Lesbanks  hastily;  and  she  might  have 
added,  "  I  don't  mean  that  they  shall  be,  either, 
under  present  circumstances." 

However,  she  did  manage,  when  her  agita- 
tion had  subsided,  to  convey  that  sentiment  in  a 
somewhat  milder  form.  Before  Marcus  relin- 
quished her  hand,  the  owner  of  it  was  pledged 
to  him  for  the  remaining  term  of  her  natural 
life,  quarterly  income,  reversions,  expectations, 
influential  connections,  bad  temper,  ditto  disposi- 
tion, and  all  other  advantages  or  disadvantages 
included.  And  when  the  time  for  the  Christ- 
mas decorations  came  round  again,  the   great 
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cross  over  the  altar  was  reared  to  its  place  under 
the  superintendence  of  Mrs.  Marcus  Fabian, 
late  Miss  Lavinia  Lesbanks,  of  the  College 
Gardens,  Ulphusby. 

A  year  or  two  after  that.  Alec,  having  passed 
his  examinations,  and  visited  his  Canadian 
friends,  and  got  a  good  home  appointment  in 
the  Civil  Staff,  settled  down  with  Eoda  in  one  of 
the  great  manufacturing  towns,  not  far  from  Ul- 
phusby. They  are  living  there  yet,  though  their 
life  is  by  no  means  a  perpetual  sailing  in  smooth 
water.  Alec  still  retains  that  somewhat  hasty 
disposition,  which  led  him  to  jump  to  such  pre- 
mature conclusions  on  the  night  of  the  Deanery 
ball ;  and  Roda,  though  quite  accustomed  by  this 
time  to  her  husband's  teasing  propensities,  has 
not  lost  the  freakish  temper  which  used  to  be 
roused  by  those  propensities  to  such  sudden 
gusts  and  squalls  in  the  days  of  her  girlhood. 
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Still,  it  is  only  the  surface  which  is  ruffled. 
Down  below  there  is  quietness.  They  have 
faith  in  one  another.  Alec  thinks  there  is  no 
one  in  the  world  like  his  own  little  Roda,  and 
Roda  looks  up  to  Alec's  superior  wisdom  as  to 
some  unfailing  tower  of  strength,  in  which  her 
weakness  is  quite  safe,  and  her  ignorance  alto- 
gether covered. 

And  so,  though  they  have  their  share  of  the 
annoyances  and  worries  which  come  to  most 
people  in  this  work-a-day  world,  and  though 
darker  clouds  than  they  have  ever  passed 
through  yet  may  be  w^aiting  for  them  in  the 
future,  they  have  never  had  cause  to  look  back 
with  other  than  thankfulness  to  that  morning, 
so  long  ago  now,  when  Alec,  standing  in .  his 
outlandish  travelling  gear  on  the  hearthrug  of 
Dr.  Montagu's  dining-room,  heard  a  sweet  young 
voice  say  to  him — "  I  don't  know  who  you  are." 
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CHAPTER   XYI. 

l/TARIAN  GOVAN  continued  to  live  in  Ul- 
plius  Court  after  lier  mother's  death.  She 
was  not  able  to  take  any  more  students,  but  she 
increased  her  school  considerably,  and  kept  up 
her  music  teaching,  so  that  she  was  able  year 
by  year,  when  all  her  expenses  had  been  met,  to 
lay  by  a  little  sum  for  that  purpose  which  she 
had  long  set  before  her,  the  liquidation  of  her  bro- 
ther Avery's  debts.  She  still  hoped  that  some 
day  he  might  come  home,  a  free  man  and  an  hon- 
ourable, not  fearing  to  look  anyone  in  the  face. 
It  was  no  joyless  shadowy  life  which  was  lived 
in  that  quiet  old  house ;  nay,  if  sweet  thoughts 
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and  good  resolves  ever  ripening  into  goodlier 
deeds  have  in  them  any  heauty,  then  it  was  a 
beautiful  life.  Whatever  bygone  grief  or  trouble 
had  entered  there,  came  not  to  embitter,  but  to 
purify.  Even  that  love  which  touched  her 
heart  for  a  little  while  with  its  deepest  sadness, 
had  given  her  entrance  to  a  wider,  freer,  whole- 
somer  life,  than  without  it  she  could  ever  have 
reached.  Henceforward  she  was  no  pale,  meek 
martyr  to  a  dead  memory,  but  a  cheerful,  whole- 
souled  woman,  having  won  in  loving  what  the 
sometimes  lesser  blessedness  of  being  loved  could 
not  have  given  her.  And  as  the  years  went  on, 
and  the  burdens  of  her  daily  life  grew  lighter, 
and  for  that  one  gi-eat  love,  the  love  of  many 
gathered  round  her,  there  came  a  brightness 
into  her  face,  and  a  steadfast  peacefulness  to 
her  whole  aspect  and  bearing ;  and  none  said  of 
her  now,  as  in  those  early  years,  "  Poor  thing, 
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how  patiently  she  endures;"  but  only,  "How- 
fa  My  and  how  nobly  she  lives." 

It  was  one  cold  January  night,  when  the 
snow  had  wrapped  a  ghastly  drapery  round  the 
statue  of  St.  Ulphus  over  the  quadrangle  arch- 
way, and  the  wind  whistled  down  through  the 
Minster  towers  with  a  sharp,  cutting  sound,  that 
must  have  come  bitterly  enough  into  many  a 
fireless  home,  that  Marian  sat  in  her  little  room, 
alone ;  the  room  w^here  Alec  lanson  used  to  give 
her  those  Latin  lessons  once,  when  she  was 
labouring  so  hard  to  keep  poverty  and  debt 
away.  The  books  were  all  packed  up  now,  for 
Christmas  had  gathered  the  children  home,  and 
an  unwonted  stillness  was  about  the  house. 

It  was  broken  by  the  drawing  of  the  bolt  from 
the  front  door,  and  then  a  dialogue  was  carried 
on  in  low  tones  between  old  Margot  and  someone 
outside. 
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"  I'll  gang  an'  speer  o'  the  missis  if  she  kens 
ye  ;  but  ye'll  no  come  ben  till  she  gives  the 
word.  We  dinna  need  fremd  folk  here,  the 
nicht." 

And  Margot,  who  with  national  caution  al- 
ways kept  the  chain  on  the  front  door  when  she 
opened  it  after  dark,  came  to  Marian. 

"  There's  one  speerin'  for  ye,  Miss  Govan,  but 
I  didna  bid  him  in,  for  he's  an  ill-faured  chiel, 
an'  we  bidin'  our  lane  i'  the  hoose." 

"  I  will  go  to  him,  Margot." 

Marian  went  to  the  door  and  flung  it  open, 
letting  the  light  from  the  lamp  which  she  carried 
fall  full  upon  the  man's  face.  There  was  no 
fear  about  her.  She  had  braved  more  terrible 
things  than  ill-faured  chiels  in  her  time,  and  not 
been  hurt  by  them  either.  And  this  was  indeed 
an  "ill-faured  chiel,"  if  rusty  garments,  and  un- 
shaven face,  and  lank   limbs,  and  hungry  look 
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can  make  anyone  ill-faured.  Standing  by  him 
there,  so  calm,  so  quiet,  the  lamplight  raying  up 
over  her  white  forehead  and  pale  golden  hair, 
she  looked  almost  like  Dante's  Beatrice  :  he  the 
poor  wanderer,  blind,  lost,  hopeless,  but  for  her. 

"Marian,  I'm  your  brother  Avery.  Will 
you  take  me  in  f 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  and  said  no  more  than  that. 
But  she  took  him  by  the  hand,  and  brought 
him,  all  haggard  and  shivering  as  he  was,  to 
the  warm  fireside,  and  putting  him  into  their 
mother's  chair,  laid  her  two  hands  on  his 
shoulders. 

"  Brother  Avery,  you're  welcome  home." 

He  leaned  his  head  upon  her  arm  as  she  stood 
there  by  him,  and  the  hot  tears  came  rolling 
down  his  cheeks.  She  kept  close  to  him,  speak- 
ing no  word  of  reproach,  only  holding  him  ten- 
derly to  her,  only  kissing  sometimes  the  head 
VOL.  III.  ¥ 
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which  was  bowed  in  such  silent  bitterness  and 
humiliation.     Bj-and-by  he  looked  up. 

"  It's  only  for  a  little  while,  Marian." 

She  saw  that  he  spoke  truly.  The  shrunken 
cheeks,  and  the  white  lips,  and  the  eyes,  sunken, 
but  so  bright,  and  the  hollow,  spent  voice,  told 
plainly  enough  that  he  would  soon  want  nothing 
from  any  of  them  but  a  grave. 

Leaving  him  there  for  a  few  minutes,  she 
went  into  the  kitchen,  where  Margot  was  stand- 
ing in  an  attitude  of  defiance,  the  poker  in  her 
hand,  ready  for  action,  if  the  intruder  should 
attempt  violence. 

"  Surely,  Miss  Marian,  ye  have  no  let  sic  an 
ill-faured  chiel  come  here?  It's  we  that  will 
no  sleep  safe  in  our  beds  the  nicht." 

"  Margot,  he  is  no  a  fremd  man.  He  is  my 
brother  Avery,  come  home  to  die." 

Margot  laid  down  the  poker  and  turned  her 
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head  away  for  a  minute  or  two,  whilst  Marian 
busied  herself  in  getting  some  refreshment 
ready.  Then  she  smoothed  her  apron  and  went 
about  her  work  as  usual.  Not  a  word  more  was 
spoken  between  them.  Of  the  years  which  had 
changed  Avery  Govan  from  the  bright,  hope- 
ful young  man,  who  left  that  house  five  autumns 
ago,  to  the  shrunken,  cowering  wretch  who 
came  to  crave  its  shelter  now,  no  question  was 
asked.  These  two  women  watched  him  and 
tended  him  as  women  can  watch  and  tend  those 
who  have  wronged  them  much,  and,  late  return- 
ing, seek  the  forgiveness  which  never  fails. 

They  did  not  have  to  tend  him  many  days. 
The  last  of  the  January  snows  fell  upon  his 
grave.  None  but  Marian  knew  the  sad  story 
of  his  life.  Little"  by  little  he  told  her  all  of  it, 
as  she  smoothed  his  pillow  and  sat  by  liim  dur- 
ing those  few  nights  of  weariness  and  suffering 
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before  the  end  came.  There  was  no  need  that 
any  other  than  herself  should  know  how  he  had 
fallen,  through  what  dark  waters  the  poor  sad  soul 
had  struggled  to  repentance  at  last  and  healing. 

"  I  never  deserved  this  of  you,  Marian,"  he 
said  one  day,  as,  waking  from  troubled  sleep,  he 
saw  her  quiet  face  bending  over  him.  ^'  You 
have  been  a  kind  sister  to  me.  No,  no,  don't 
kiss  me.  I'm  not  fit  for  a  clean  soul  like  you  to 
touch." 

"  Hush,  Avery  !  The  good  Christ  will  reach 
out  His  hand  and  save  you.  There  is  no  stain 
that  he  cannot  wash  away." 

Avery  moaned  uneasily. 

"  You  don't  know  what  I  have  had  to  fight 
against.  It's  hard  work  for  a  fellow,  Marian, 
when  he  can't — when  people  won't — trust — him. 
Hard  work — hard " 

And  then  he  died  ;  in  death  as  in  life  trying 


Alecs  Bride.  325 

to  excuse  himself — trying  to  make  the  best  of 
things.     Poor  Avery  ! 

She  closed  the  hollow  eyes,  through  which 
no  soul  would  look  any  more,  and  she  left  that 
soul  with  the  God  who  gave  it ;  knowing  that 
He  who  doeth  all  things  well,  would  appoint  to 
it  its  own  place  in  the  great  hereafter. 

So  the  poor,  aimless,  feeble  life  wore  itself 
out  at  last ;  nothing  attempted,  nothing  done  ; 
its  purposes  all  crumbled  into  dust,  its  good 
resolves  unfulfilled.  Dying,  Avery  left  scant 
room  to  hope  that  the  ^lerciful  God,  who  of  all 
honest  purpose  however  weak,  and  all  sincere 
resolves  however  unfulfilled,  will  gather  up  the 
fragments  that  nothing  be  lost,  could,  out  of  his 
wasted  years  build  together  anything  over  which 
the  most  long-suffering  patience  might  say,  ^'  It 
is  well." 

Now  there  was  nothing  left  for  Marian  to 
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fear.  She  had  suffered  much,  she  had  endured 
nobly.  Out  of  her  Kfe  many  had  been  enriched; 
into  it  few,  except  the  Great  Father,  had  put 
much  but  suffering.  Before  her  now  lay  the 
quiet  days,  which,  as  they  passed,  she  filled  with 
deeds  of  love  and  mercy,  winning  for  herself 
the  blessing  of  those  who  were  ready  to  perish, 
bringing  to  many  a  sad  heart  the  help  and  heal- 
ing which  human  love  can  give ;  waiting 
patiently  until  for  her  own,  the  long-lost  word 
should  be  found  again,  and  eternity  give  back 
for  ever  what  time  had  taken  for  a  little  season. 

At  last  upon  all  that  busy  working  of  hers 
there  fell  a  hush,  and  in  that  hush  a  still,  small 
voice  was  heard,  saying — 

"  Mary,  the  Master  is  come,  and  calleth  for 
thee." 

THE   END. 
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Bide  of  the  Atlantic  than  ourselves.  The  Mormons,  the  Shakers,  the  Bible  Perfec- 
tionists, the  Spiritualists,  the  Tunkers,  the  Free  Lovers,  &c.,  are  most  of  them  of 
English  blood,  though  they  are  bom  on  United  States  soil  The  book  is  really 
interesting  from  the  first  page  to  the  last,  and  it  contains  a  large  amount  of  valu- 
able and  curious  information." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"  In  these  very  entertaining  volumes  Mr.  Dixon  touches  upon  many  other  fea- 
tures of  American  society,  but  it  is  in  his  sketches  of  Mormons,  Shakers,  Bible- 
Communists,  and  other  kindred  associations,  that  the  reader  will  probably  find  most 
to  interest  him.  We  recommend  evei-y  one  who  feels  any  interest  in  human  na- 
ture to  read  Mr.  Dixon's  volumes  for  themselves." — Saturday  Review. 

"  We  have  had  nothing  about  Utah  and  the  Mormons  so  genuine  and  satisfactory 
as  the  account  now  given  us  by  Mr.  Dixon,  but  he  takes  also  a  wider  glance  at  the 
Far  West,  and  blends  with  his  narrative  such  notes  of  life  as  he  thinks  useful  aids 
to  a  study  of  the  newest  social  conditions — germs  of  a  society  of  the  future.  There 
is  not  a  chapter  from  which  pleasant  extract  might  not  be  made,  not  a  page  that  does 
not  by  bright  studies  of  humanity  in  unaccustomed  forms  keep  the  attention  alive 
from  the  beginning  to  the  end  of  the  narrative." — Examiner. 

"Litensely  exciting  volumes.  The  central  interest  of  the  book  lies  in  Mr.Dixon's 
picture  of  Mormon  society,  and  it  is  for  its  singular  revelations  respecting  Brigham 
Young's  people,  and  the  Shakers  and  Bible  Communists,  that  nine  readers  out 
of  eveiy  ten  will  send  for  an  early  copy  of  this  strange  story.  Whilst  Mr.  Dixon 
speaks  frankly  all  that  he  knows  and  thinks,  he  speaks  it  in,-a  fashion  that  will 
carry  his  volumes  into  the  hands  of  every  woman  in  England  and  America."' — Post. 

"A  book  which  it  is  a  rare  pleasure  to  read — and  which  will  most  indubitably  be 
read  by  all  who  care  to  study  the  newest  phenomena  of  American  life." — Spectator. 

"  We  are  much  mistaken  if  both  in  America  and  England  Mr.  Dixon's  volume* 
do  not  win  for  themselves  the  widest  circulation.'' — Standard. 

"Mr.  Dixon's  '  New  America  '  is  decidedly  the  cleverest  and  most  interesting,  as 
it  has  already  proved  the  most  successful,  book  published  this  season." — Star. 

"Mr.  Dixon  has  written  a  book  about  America  having  the  unusual  merit  of  being 
at  once  amusing  and  instructive,  true  as  well  as  new.  Of  the  books  published  this 
season  there  will  be  none  more  cordially  read." — Macmillan's  Magazine. 

"  Mr.  Dixon's  book  is  a  careful,  wise,  and  graphic  picture  of  the  most  prominent 
social  phenomena  which  the  newest  phases  of  the  New  World  present.  The  narra- 
tive is  full  of  interest  from  end  to  end,  as  well  as  of  most  important  subjects  for 
consideration.  No  student  of  society,  no  historian  of  humanity,  should  be  without 
it  as  a  reliable  and  valuable  text-book  on  New  America." — All  the  Year  Round. 

"In  these  graphic  volumes  Mr.  Dixon  sketches  American  men  and  women, 
sharply,  vigorously  and  tnithfully,  under  every  aspect.  The  smart  Yankee,  the 
grave  polit-'cian,  the  senate  and  the  stage,  the  pulpit  and  the  prairie,  loafers  and 
philanthropists,  crowded  sti-eets,  and  the  howling  wilderness,  the  saloon  and  boudoir, 
with  woman  everj^where  at  full  length — all  pass  on  before  us  hi  some  of  the  most 
vivid  and  brilliant  pages  ever  written." — Dublin  University  Magazine. 

"  Mr.  Dixon's  '  New  America  '  is  a  book  of  books.  He  writes  with  vast  knowledge 
and  vigour,  and  no  work  has  ever  appeared  which  furnishes  so  accurate  and  just 
an  appreciation  of  the  colossal  social,  and  religious  eccentricities  which  flourish  in 
the  United  States,  and  of  their  present  and  future  significance.  As  a  contribution 
to  this  end,  Mr.  Dixon's  book  is  invaluable.'' — Lancet. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  JOSIAH  WEDGWOOD  ;  From 

his  Private  Correspondence  and  Family  Papers,  in  the  possession 
of  JosErii  Mayer,  Esq.,  F.S.A.,  Francis  Wedgwood,  Esq.,  C.  Dar- 
win, Esq.,  M.A.,  F.R.S.,  Miss  Wedgwood,  and  other  Original 
Sources.  With  an  Introductory  Sketch  of  the  Ai't  of  Pottery  in 
England.  By  Eliza  Metkyaud.  Dedicated  to  the  Right  Hon.  W. 
E.  Gladstone.  Complete  in  2  vols.  8vo,  with  Portraits  and  300 
other  Beautiful  Illustrations,  elegantly  bound,  price  42s. 

"  This  is  the  Life  of  Wedgwood  to  the  expected  appearance  of  which  I  refen-ed 
at  Barslem." — Extract  from  a  Letter  to  the  Author  by  the  Right  Hon.  W.  E.  Gladstone, 

"  We  have  to  congratulate  the  authoress  on  the  publication  of  her  Life  of  Wedg- 
wood. We  can  award  her  the  praise  due  to  the  most  pains-taking  and  conscien- 
tious application.  She  has  devoted  her  whole  mind  and  energy  to  her  subject,  and 
has  achieved  a  work  not  less  creditable  to  herself  than  it  is  indispensable  to  all 
who  wish  to  know  anything  about  English  ceramic  art  and  its  great  inventor.  The 
two  volumes  before  us  are  in  themselves  marvels  of  decorative  and  tj^Dographical 
skill.  More  beautifully  printed  pages,  more  creamy  paper,  and  moi-e  dainty  wood- 
cuts have  seldom  met  our  eyes.  It  is  rarely  that  an  author  is  so  well  seconded 
by  his  coadjutors  as  Miss  Meteyard  has  been  by  her  pul)!isliers,  printers,  and  the 
staff  of  draughtsmen  and  engravers  who  have  contributed  the  numerous  illustra- 
tions which  adorn  this  sumptuous  book." — Saturday  Review. 

"  This  very  beautiful  book  contains  that  Life  of  Wedgwood  which  for  the  last 
fifteen  years  Miss  Meteyard  has  had  in  view,  and  to  which  the  Wedgwood  family, 
and  all  who  have  papers  valuable  in  relation  to  its  subject,  have  been  cordially 
contributing.  In  his  admirable  sketch  of  Wedgwood,  given  at  Burslem,  it  was 
to  the  publication  of  this  biography  that  Mr.  Gladstone  looked  forward  with 
pleasure.  It  is  a  very  accurate  and  valuable  book.  To  give  their  fullest  value  to 
the  engravings  of  works  of  art  which  largely  enrich  the  volumes,  the  biography 
has  been  made  by  its  publishers  a  choice  specimen  of  their  own  art  as  book- 
makers. Neither  care  nor  cost  have  been  grudged.  The  two  volumes  form  as 
handsome  a  book  as  has  ever  been  published." — E.ramimr. 

"The  appearance  of  such  a  work  as  Miss  Meteyard's  'Life  of  Josiah  Wedgwood* 
is  an  event  of  importance  in  the  sister  spheres  of  literature  and  art.  The  biographer 
of  our  great  potter  has  more  than  ordinary  titness  for  the  fulfilment  of  her  labour 
of  love.  .She  is  an  enthusiastic  admirer  and  a  practised  connoisseur  of  Ceramic 
Art,  and  she  brmgs  the  pleasant  energy  of  individual  taste  and  feeling  to  the  aid  of 
complete,  authentic,  and  well-arranged  infonnation,  and  the  well-balanced 
style  of  an  experienced  litterateur.  The  mterest  of  the  book  grows  with  every  page. 
The  reader  will  peruse  the  numerous  interestLug  particulars  of  Wedgwood's 
family  life  and  affairs  with  vmusual  satisfaction,  and  will  lay  down  the  work 
with  midoubtmg  confidence  that  it  will  rank  as  a  classic  among  biographies — an 
exhaustive  work  of  the  first  rank  in  its  school." — Morning  Post. 

"An  admirable,  well-written,  honourably  elaborate,  and  most  interestmg  book." 
Atlmrjeum. 

"  No  book  has  come  before  us  for  some  time  so  stored  with  interesting  informa- 
tion. Miss  Meteyard  is  a  biographer  distinguished  by  a  clever  and  energetic  style, 
by  delicate  judgment,  extensive  information,  and  a  deep  interest  in  her  subject 
The  histoi-y  of  the  Ceramic  Art  in  England,  and  the  biography  of  the  eminent  man 
who  brought  it  to  perfection,  have  evidently  been  to  her  a  labour  of  love ;  and  of 
the  spirit  and  manner  m  which  she  has  executed  it  we  can  hardly  speak  too  highly. 
The  splendid  getting  up  of  the  work  reflects  much  credit  on  the  house  from  which 
it  is  issued." — Dublin  University  Magazine. 

"  In  this  magnificent  volume  we  welcome  one  of  the  very  noblest  contributions  to 
the  history  of  the  Ceramic  art  ever  published.  We  place  it  at  onco  and  penna- 
uently  side  by  side  with  Bei-uard  Palissy's  Memoirs  and  with  Benvenuio  Cellini's 
Autobiography.  An  al)undance  of  rare  and  very  precious  materials  is  here  admir- 
ably put  together  by  the  dexterous  hand  and  exquisite  taste  of  Miss  Meteyard.  A 
more  conscientious  discharge  of  the  responsible  duties  devolving  upon  the  biogra- 
pher of  a  really  great  man  has  not  been  witnessed,  we  beheve,  since  the  days  of 
Boswell,  the  greatest  of  all  biographers."— <S«n, 

2 


13,  Great  ^Marlborough  Street. 

MESSES.    HUEST    AND    BLACKETT'S 

NEW   WO?,KS— Continued. 


A  TEIP  TO  THE   TROPICS.     By  the  Marquis 

OF  LoRNE.     1  vol.  Svo,  with  Illustrations,     los. 

AVILD  LIFE  AMONG  THE  PACIFIC  ISLAND- 

ERS.  By  E.  H.  Lamont,  Esq.  1  vol.  Svo,  with  numerous  IllustrationE. 

A   BOOK   ABOUT   LAWYERS.     By  J.  C.  Jeaf- 

FRESON,  Barrister-at-Law,   author  of  '  A  Book  about  Doctors,'  &c. 
New,  Revised,  and  Cheaper  Edition.     2  vols,  j^ost  Svo.     24s. 

Principal  Coxtents  :— The  Great  Seal,  Eoyal  Portraits,  The  Practice  of  Sealing, 
Lords  Commissioners,  On  Damasking.  The  Rival  Seals,  Purses  of  State,  A  Lady- 
Keeper,  Lawyers  in  Arms,  The  Devil's  Own,  Lawyers  on  Horseback,  Chan- 
cellors' Cavalcades,  Ladies  in  Law  Colleges.  York  House,  Powis  House, 
Lincoln's  Inn  Fields,  The  Old  Law  Quarter,  Loves  of  the  Lawyers,  The  Three 
Graces,  Eejected  Addresses,  Brothers  in  Trouble,  Fees  to  Counsel,  Eetainers 
Special  and  General,  Judicial  Corruption.  Gifts  and  Sales,  Judicial  Salaries, 
Costume  and  Toilet,  Millinery,  Wigs,  Bands  and  Collars,  Bags  and  Gowns,  The 
Singing  Barrister,  Actors  at  the  Bar,  Political  Lawyers,  The  Peers,  Lawyers  in 
the  House,  Legal  Education,  Inns  of  ( "ourt  and  Inns  of  Chancery,  Lawyers  and 
Gentlemen,  Law  French  and  Law  Latin,  Readers  and  Mootmen,  Pupils  in 
Chambers,  Wit  of  Lawyers.  Humorous  Stories,  Wits  in  Silk  and  Punsters  in 
Ermine,  Circuiters,  Witnesses,  Lawyers  and  Saints,  Lawyers  in  Court  and 
Society,  Attorneys  at  Law,  Westminster  Hall,  Law  and  Literature,  &c. 

"  '  A  Book  about  Lawyers '  deserves  to  be  very  popular.  Mr.  Jeaffreson  has 
accomplished  his  work  in  a  very  creditable  manner.  He  has  taken  pains  to  collect 
information  from  persons  as  well  as  from  books,  and  he  writes  with  a  sense  of 
keen  enjojauent  which  greatly  enhances  the  readers  pleasure.  He  introduces  us 
to  Lawyerdom  imder  a  variety  of  phases — we  have  lawyers  in  arms,  lawyers  on 
horseback,  la-^-vers  in  love,  and  lawyers  in  Parliament.  We  are  told  of  their  sala- 
ries and  fees,  their  wigs  and  gowns,  their  jokes  and  gaieties.  We  meet  them  at 
home  and  abroad,  in  court,  in  chambers,  and  in  company.  In  the  chapters  headed 
'  Mirth,'  the  author  has  gathered  together  a  choice  sheaf  of  anecdotes  from  the  daye 
of  More  down  to  Erskiue  and  Eldon." — Times. 

"  These  volumes  will  afford  pleasure  and  instruction  to  all  who  read  them,  and 
they  will  increase  the  reputation  which  Mr.  Jeaffreson  has  already  earned  by  his 
large  industry  and  great  ability.  We  are  indebted  to  him  for  about  eight  hmidred 
pages,  and  that  rare  and  valualjle  addition,  a  capital  index,  all  devoted  to  the  history 
and  illustration  of  legal  men  and  thmgs.  It  is  much  that  we  can  say  for  a  book, 
that  there  is  not  a  superfluous  page  in  it.'' — Athenxum. 

*'  The  success  of  his  '  Book  about  Doctors '  has  induced  Mr.  Jeaffreson  to  write 
another  book — about  Lawyers.  The  subject  is  attractive.  It  is  a  bright  string  of 
anecdotes,  skilfully  put  together,  on  legal  topics-of  all  sorts,  but  especially  in  illus- 
tration of  the  lives  of  famous  lawyers.  Mr.  Jeaffreson  has  not  only  collected  a  large 
number  of  good  stories,  but  he  has  grouped  them  pleasantly,  and  tells  them  welL 
We  need  say  little  to  recommend  a  book  that  can  speak  for  itself  so  pleasantly. 
No  hvelier  reading  is  to  be  found  among  the  new  books  of  the  season." — 
Examiner. 

"  This  book  is  full  of  amusement.  It  is  a  mine  of  curious  anecdote,  gathered 
apparently  from  a  wide  extent  of  readmg.  The  volumes  detail  the  strangest  of" 
actual  romances,  the  wildest  of  adventures,  the  droUest  of  himiours,  the  brightest 
of  witty  sayings  and  repartees." — London  Review. 

"  These  two  very  delightful  gossiping  volumes  contain  a  vast  amount  of  pleasant 
anecdote  and  interesting  information.  Mr.  Jeaffreson  has  exercised  considerable 
industry  in  the  collection,  and  has  displayed  both  taste  and  judgment  in  the  ar- 
rangement of  his  materials.  Lawyers  of  every  grade  and  every  possible  shade  of 
character,  from  the  student  below  the  bar  to  the  Lord  Chancellor  upon  the  woolsack, 
lawyers  of  ancient  times,  and  lawyers  of  our  own  day,  here  pass  under  review,  and 
are  subject  to  the  closest  inspection.  The  anecdotes  of  celebrated  individuals,  who 
are  scattered  throughout  the  chapters,  are  most  amusing.  We  have  said  enough 
to  demonstrate  the  very  attractive  character  of  this  Book  about  Lawyers,  in  which 
our  readers  will  find  ample  materials  for  occupying  many  a  pleasant  and  not  uu- 
protltablc  hour."— <S'w«. 
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LIFE  IN  A  FRENCH  CHATEAU.     By  Hubert 

E.  H.  Jerxingham,  Esq.  Second  Edition.  1  vol.  post  8vo,  with 
Illustrations.     lOs.  Gd.  bound. 

"  Mr.  Jeminghams  attractive  and  amusing  voiume  will  be  perused  with  much 
interest" — Morning  Post. 

"  A  thoroughly  fresh  and  delightful  narrative — valuable,  instructive,  and  enter- 
taining."— United  Service  Magazine. 

"  A  readable,  pleasant,  and  amusing  book,  in  which  Mr.  Jemingham  records  hie 
life  among  the  denizens  of  the  French  Chateau,  which  extended  its  courtly  hospi- 
telity  to  him,  in  a  very  agreeable  and  entertaining  manner." — Court  Journal. 

A  LADY'S   GLIMPSE   OF   THE  LATE  WAR 

IN  BOHEMIA.  By  Lizzie  Selina  Eden.  1  vol.  post  8vo,  with 
Illustrations.     10s.  6d. 

"Miss  Eden  is  a  pleasant  companion,  and  recounts  her  experiences  with  an 
earnest  and  womanly  sincerity,  which  is  engaging.  We  have  read  and  can  recom- 
mend her  book  with  pleasure." — Athenxum. 

"  A  most  interesting  work,  full  of  well-told  incidents.  The  writer  has  succeeded 
in  presenting  a  most  lively  and  instructive  description  of  her  experiences  as  an  ob- 
server of  the  occurrences  which  marked  the  recent  conflict  between  the  Prussian 
and  Austrian  armies." — Observer. 

NOOKS  AND   CORNERS   OF  OLD  FRANCE. 

By  the  Rev.  G.  M.  Musgrave,  M.A.  Oxon.  2  vols,  with  Illustra- 
tions.    (Just  Ready). 

MY  PILGRIMAGE  TO   EASTERN   SHRINES. 

By  Eliza  C.  Bush.     8vo,  with  Illustrations.     15s. 

"  This  work  contains  a  great  deal  of  interesting  matter,  and  it  will  be  read  with 
pleasure  by  all  who  are  interested  in  the  coimtry  to  which  so  many  devout  Chris- 
tians have  made  their  pUgrimage.'" — Observer. 

THE    SPORTSMAN    AND   NATURALIST    IN 

CANADA.  "With  Xotes  on  the  Natural  History  of  the  Game^ 
Game  Birds,  and  Fish  of  that  country.  By  Major  W.  Ross  King, 
F.R.G.S.,  F.S.A.S.  1  vol.  super  royal  8vo,  Illustrated  with  beauti- 
ful Coloured  Plates  and  ^yoodcuts.     20s.     Elegantly  bound. 

"Truthful,  simple,  and  extremely  observant,  ^lajor  King  has  been  able  to  throw 
much  light  upon  the  habits  as  well  as  the  zoological  relations  of  the  animals  with 
which  he  came  in  collision ;  and  his  descriptions  of  the  country,  as  well  as  of  the 
creatures  inhabiting  it,  are  as  bright  and  graphic  as  they  are  evidently  correct" — 
Athenxum. 

"  In  '  The  Sportsman  and  Naturalist  in  Canada  '  we  have  a  full,  true,  and  com- 
prehensive record  of  all  the  facts  concerning  American  animals  which  the  author 
was  able  in  a  three  years'  residence  to  collect.  We  have  these  facts  in  a  goodly 
volume,  splendidly  illustrated,  and  with  its  contents  so  well  arranged  that  a  refer- 
ence to  any  description  of  bird,  beast,  or  tish  may  be  made  almost  instantly.  It  is 
an  important  contribution  to  Natural  Historj',  and  a  work  the  intending  traveller 
will  consult  once  and  again,  since  it  gives  him  the  infonnation  he  most  needs,  and 
tlnds  least  generally  accessible.  The  book  will  take  its  position  in  the  foremost 
rank  of  works  of  its  class.  The  descriptions  throughout  are  written  by  one  who  is 
a  master  of  his  subject,  and  who  WTites  English  such  as  few  are  able  to  equal  Of 
recent  British  travellers  few  can  vie  with  its  author  in  close  observation  of  nature, 
and  in  those  graces  of  style  and  scholarship  which  make  the  information  con- 
tained in  his  volume  as  pleasant  to  obtain  as  it  is  valuable  to  preserve.  In  faet, 
since  the  works  of  Eliot  Warburton  and  Kinglake,  no  hook  of  travels  with  which 
we  are  acquainted  has  been  written  in  a  stylo  more  clear,  forcible,  picturesque."— 
Sunday  Times. 
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MEMOIRS     AND     CORRESPONDENCE     OF 

FIELD-MARSHAL  VISCOUXT  COMBERMERE,  G.C.B.,  &c. 
From  his  Family  Papers.  By  the  Right  Hon.  Mary  Viscountess 
CoMBERMERE  and  Capt.  W.  W.  Knollys.  2  v.  8to,  with  Portraits.  30s. 

"  The  gallant  Stapleton  Cotton.  Viscount  Combemiere.  was  one  of  those  men 
who  belong  to  two  epochs.  He  was  a  soldier,  actively  engaged,  nearly  ten  years 
before  the  last  century  came  to  its  troubled  close ;  and  he  was  among  us  but  as 
yesterday,  a  noble  veteran,  gloriously  laden  with  years,  laurels,  and  pleasant  re- 
miniscences. To  the  last  this  noble  soldier  and  most  perfect  gentleman  took 
cheerful  part  in  the  duties  and  pleasures  of  life,  leaving  to  an  only  son  an  inherit- 
ance of  a  great  name,  and  to  a  sorrowing  widow  the  task  of  recording  how  the 
bearer  of  the  name  won  for  it  all  his  greatness.  This  has  been  done,  evidently  as 
a  labour  of  love,  by  Lady  Combermere,  and  she  has  been  efficiently  assisted  in  the 
military  details  by  Captain  Knollys.  Apart  from  the  biographical  and  professional 
details,  the  volumes,  moreover,  are  full  of  sketches  of  persons  of  importance  or 
interest  who  came  into  connection  with  Lord  Combermere." — Athenxum. 

"  A  welcome  and  gracefully  written  memorial  of  one  of  the  greatest  of  England's 
soldiers,  and  worthiest  of  her  sons.     It  is  a  most  interesting  work." — Morning  Post. 

"  This  biography,  stboimding  in  letters  and  other  unpublished  materials,  is  all 
fresh  and  trustworthy  information,  as  to  the  life  of  a  man  whose  career  deserved  a 
record. " — Exam  iner. 

"  All  through  the  lengthened  career  of  this  grand  old  soldier  we  are  enabled  to 
follow  him  step  by  step,  incident  by  incident,  through  the  pages  of  these  thoroughly 
readable  and  most  entertaining  volumes." — Sun. 

THE    HON.  GRANTLEY  BERKELEY'S  LIFE 

AND  RECOLLECTIONS.  Vols.  III.  and  lY.  completing  the 
Work.     30s.,  bound. 

Among  the  other  distinguished  persons  mentioned  in  these  volumes  are  the 
Emperors  Alexander.  Nicholas,  and  Napoleon  III. ;  Kings  George  IV.,  Wil- 
liam IV..  and  Leopold  I. ;  Princes  Talleyrand.  Esterhazy.  Napoleon,  Puekler 
M'.:skau;  the  Dukes  of  Sussex.  York.'  Cambridge,  Wellington,  d'Orleans, 
d'Aumale,  Brmiswick.  Manchester,  Beaufort,  Cleveland,  Richmond,  Bucking- 
ham ;  Lords  Byron,  Melbourne,  Lansdowne.  Holland,  Brougham,  Alvanley, 
Yarmouth.  Petersham.  Craven.  Salisbury,  Devonshire,  Ducie.  Glasgow.  Malmes- 
bury,  Castlereagh.  Breadalbane,  &c.  Sirs  Eobert  Peel,  T.  Lawrence,  W. 
Knighton,  George  Dashwood,  George  Warrender,  Lumley  Skefflngton,  Bulwer 
Lytton,  Count  d'Orsay,  Count  de  Morny,  the  Eev.  Sydney  Smith,  Tom  Moore, 
Shelley,  Thomas  Campbell,  Beau  Bi-ummell.  Theodore  Hook,  Leigh  Hunt, 
W.  S.  Landor,  James  and  Horace  Smith.  Jack  Musters,  Assheton  Smith,  &e. 
Ladies  Holland.  Jersey,  Londonderry,  Blessington,  Shelley,  Lamb,  Breadalbane, 
Morgan,  ilrs.  Fitzherbert,  Mrs.  Jordan,  Miss  Landon,  the  Countess  Guiccioli,  &c 

"A  book  unrivalled  in  its  position  in  the  range  of  modem  literature." — Times. 

"  It  is  pleasant  to  be  told  about  men  of  note,  or  the  various  phases  of  high  social 
life,  in  the  light  and  sparkling  ma«aner  peculiar  to  these  memoirs.  The  most  fasti- 
dious critic  will  scarcely  deny  that  Mr  Berkeley  possesses  the  gift  of  writing  in  au 
amusing  strain  on  social,  sporting,  or  general  subjects." — .}forning  Post. 

"  A  clever,  freespoken  man  of  the  world,  son  of  an  earl  with  £70,000  a-year,  who 
has  lived  from  boyhood  the  life  of  a  club-man,  sportsman,  and  man  of  fashion,  has 
thrown  his  best  stories  about  himself  and  his  friends,  into  au  anecdotic  autobiogra- 
phy. Of  course  it  is  eminently  readable.  Mr.  Grantley  Berkeley  writes  easily  and 
well  The  book  is  full  of  pleasant  stories,  all  told  as  easily  and  clearly  as  if  they 
were  related  at  a  club-window,  and  all  with  point  of  greater  or  less  piquancy." — 
SpuctcUor. 

FROM  CADET  TO   COLONEL:    The   Record  of 

a  Life  of  Active  Service.     By  Major-General  Sir  Thomas  Seaton, 
K.C.B.     2  vols,  with  Illustrations,  21s. 
"It  is  difficult  to  imagine  anything  more    interesting  both  to   soldiers  and 
civilians  than  Sir  Thomas  Seaton's  record  of  his  active  career." — Atheiuewn. 
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MESSRS.    HUKST    AND    BLACKETT^S 
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TRAVELS   IN  FRANCE   AND  GERMANY  IN 

1865  AND  18G6  :  Including  a  Steam  Voyage  down  the  Danu])e, 
and  a  Ride  across  the  Mountains  of  European  Turkey  from  Bel- 
grade to  Montenegro.  By  Captain  Spencer,  author  of  '  Travels  in 
Circassia,'  &c.  2  vols.  21s. 
"  This  work  would  at  any  time  be  read  with  pleasure,  but  at  this  moment  it  is 
invi^sted  with  peculiar  interest.  It  presents  a  clear  and  comprehensive  view  of 
Grermany  on  the  eve  of  war,  and  throws  much  light  on  many  questions  which  have 
recently  occupied,  and  are  still  destined  to  occupy,  a  considerable  share  of  attention. 
It  is  more  than  a  narrative  of  travel,  although  it  possesses  all  the  attractions  of  a 
well  written  work  of  that  nature.  There  is  sufficient  of  adventure  for  those  who 
love  that  which  is  exciting ;  sketches  of  wild  and  beautiful  scenes ;  glimpses  of  life, 
not  only  in  cities,  but  in  secluded  villages,  and  notes  and  observations  on  the  social, 
moral,  and  political  condition  of  the  countries  passed  through.  The  unity  of  Ger- 
many is  regarded  as  a  gain  to  the  whole  civilized  world ;  the  exclusion  of  Austria 
from  Germany  a  gain  to  herself  and  to  the  magniticent  countries  she  rules  over  in 
eastern  Europe.  With  these  countries  the  reader  extends  his  acquaintance.  A 
characteristic  sketch  of  the  present  state  of  Hungary  is  given  in  connection  with 
the  stoiy  of  a  voyage  down  the  Lower  Danube.  The  narrative  of  a  ride  across  the 
moimtains  of  European  Turkey  is  tilled  up  with  a  description  of  the  manners  and 
customs  of  a  people  still  living  in  a  state  of  primitive  simplicity.  The  author's 
style  is  lucid  and  anecdotal,  and  the  range  of  his  book  gives  scope  for  much  pleas- 
ing variety  as  well  as  for  much  useful  information." — Post. 

ENGLISH     TRAVELLERS     AND      ITALIAN 

BRIGANDS  :  a  Narrative  of  Capture  and  Captivity.  By  W.  J.  C. 
MoENS.  Second  Edition.  Revised  with  Additions.  2  vols.,  "with 
Portrait  and  other  Illustrations.     21s. 

"  Mr.  Moens  had  a  bad  time  of  it  among  the  Italian  Brigands.  But  his  misfor- 
tunes are  now  to  himself  and  to  his  friends  a  source  of  no  little  entertainment,  and 
we  can  say  for  those  who  listen  to  his  story  that  we  have  followed  him  in  hia 
adventures  with  pleasure.  He  tells  his  tale  in  a  clear  and  simple  style,  and  with 
that  confident  manlmess  which  is  not  afraid  to  be  natural." — The  Times. 

"  Mr.  Moens  has  had  an  experience  and  an  adventure  of  startling  magnitude  in 
these  prosaic  times  of  ours.  He  has  seen  what  no  other  Englishman  has  seen,  and 
has  done  what  no  one  else  has  done,  and  has  written  a  bright  and  charming  bookx 
as  the  result." — All  the  Year  Round. 

"  In  these  volumes,  the  literary  merits  of  which  are  numerous,  we  have  the  true 
story  of  the  capture  of  Mr.  Moens  by  the  brigands.  We  have  no  doubt  that  the 
book  will  be  extensively  read  ;  we  are  quite  sure  that  it  will  do  an  immense  amount 
of  good.    It  lets  in  a  flood  of  light  upon  the  dens  of  these  robbers." — Daily  Xeics. 

A    WINTER    WITH    THE    SWALLOWS    IN 

ALGERIA.  By  Matilda  Bethajvi  Edwards,  8vo,  with  Illustra- 
tions.    15s. 

"  A  pleasant  volume ;  a  genuine,  graphic  record  of  a  time  of  thorough  enjoy- 
ment."— A  themeu-n. 

"  A  fresh  and  fascinating  book,  full  of  matter  and  beauty.  It  is  one  of  the  mof?t 
instructive  books  of  travel  of  the  season,  and  one  of  the  brightest.  It  would  be  diffi- 
cult to  overpraise  it." — Spectator. 

"A  bright,  blithe,  picturesque,  artistic  book,  full  of  colour  and  sunshine,  and 
replete  with  good  sense  and  sound  observation.  To  the  enthusiasm  of  the  book  a 
great  poi-tion  of  its  beauty  and  its  attraction  are  owing,  but  solid  information  and 
the  reality  of  thmgs  in  Algeria  are  never  disguised  in  favour  of  the  bright  land  to 
which  the  author  followed  the  Swallows." — Post. 

TRAVELS  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  AN  OFFI- 
CER'S WIFE  IN  INDIA,  CHINA,  AND  NEW  ZEALAND. 
By  Mrs.  Muter,  Wife  of  Lieut.-Colonel  D.  D.  Muter.  13th  (Prince 
Albert's)  Light  Infantry.     2  vols.     21s. 
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LADY    ARABELLA     STUARTS    LIFE    AND 

LETTERS  :  including  numerous  Original  and  Unpublished  Docu- 
ments.    By  Elizabeth  Cooper.     2  vols.,  with  Portrait.     21s. 

"  The  '  Life  and  Letters  of  Lady  Arabella  Stuart '  is  an  unusually  good  specimen 
of  its  class.  Miss  Cooper  has  really  worked  at  her  subject.  She  has  read  a  good 
deal  of  MSS,  and,  what  is  better  stilL  she  has  printed  a  good  deal  of  what  she  has 
read.    The  book  has  a  real  and  substantial  historical  xsAne."— Saturday  Bevieic. 

"One  of  the  most  interesting  biographical  works  recently  published.  The 
memoirs  have  been  arranged  by  Hiss  Cooper  with  much  care,  diligence,  and 
judgment."— Po5^ 

"  Miss  Cooper  has  laid  before  us  a  work  of  equal  value  and  interest,  respecting 
one  of  the  most  romantic  and  interesting  passages  in  English  history,  in  which  the 
actors  are  living  men  and  women,  not  merely  historical  figures." — Globe, 

IMPRESSIONS    OF    LIFE    AT     HOME    AND 

ABROAD.     By  Lord  Eustace  Cecil,  M.P.     1  vol.  8vo. 
"  Lord  Eustace  Cecil  has  selected  from  various  joimieys  the  points  which  most 
interested  him.  and  has  reported  them  in  an  imaffected  style.     The  idea  is  a  good 
one,  and  is  carried  out  with  success.     We  are  grateful  for  a  good  deal  of  informa- 
tion given  with  unpretending  good  sense." — Saturday  Review. 

HISTORIC  PICTURES.  Bv  A.  Baillie  Cochrake, 

M.P.  2  vols.  21s. 
"  Mr.  Baillie  Cochrane  has  published  two  entertaining  volumes  of  studies  from 
history.  They  are  lively  reading.  'My  aim,' he  says,  'has  been  to  depict  events 
generally  known  in  a  light  and.  if  possible,  a  picturesf4ue  manner.'  Mr.  Cochrane 
has  been  quite  successful  in  carrying  out  this  intention.  The  work  is  a  study  of  the 
more  interesting  moments  of  histoiy— what,  indeed,  the  author  himseK  calls  it, 
'  Historic  Pictures.'  " — Times. 

COURT  AND   SOCIETY   FROM  ELIZABETH 

TO  AXXE,  Edited  from  the  Papers  at  Kimbohon,  by  the  DcKS 
OF  Manchester.     Second  Edition.     2  vols.  8vo,  with  Fine  Portraits, 
"These  volumes  are  sure  to  excite  curiosity.    A  great  deal  of  interesting  matter  is 
here  collected,  from  sources  which  are  not  within  everybody's  reach." — Tinus. 

HAUNTED  LONDON.     By  Walter  Thorxbury. 

1  vol.  8vo,  with  numerous  Illustrations  by  F.  ^Y.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 
"  Mr.  Thombury  points  out  to  us  the  legendary  houses,  the  great  men's  birth- 
places and  tombs,  the  haunts  of  poets,  the  scenes  of  martyrdom,  the  battle-fields  of 
old  factions.     The  book  overflows  with  anecdotical  gossip.   Mr.  Fairholfs  drawings 
add  alike  to  its  value  and  interest" — Xotes  and  Queries. 

PRISON  CHARACTERS  DRAWN  FROM  LIFE. 

By  a  Prison  ^Iatron,  Author  of  '  Female  Life  in  Prison.'  2  v.  21s, 
•'These  volumes  are  interesting  and  suggestive." — Athenwum. 
"  A  woman  lodged  among  imprisoned  women,  with  a  kindly  sympathy,  a  quick 
eye,  and  a  mind  apt  to  record  clearly  its  well-directed  observations,  has  something 
to  tell  that  thousands  will  be  glad  to  learn.  Her  quick-witted  transcripts  of  living 
character  are  studies  that  nothing  can  make  obsolete  or  deprive  of  interest  for 
living  men." — Examiner. 

RECOLLECTIONS    OF   A  LIFE   OF  ADVEN- 
TURE.    By  WiujAM  Stamee.     2  vols,  with  Portrait.     21s. 

"  ilr.  Stamer  has  been  by  turns  a  sailor,  a  soldier,  a  dasher  in  Paris,  a  recrait  in 
a  foreign  legion,  a  sportsman  in  America.  His  book  is  a  story  of  a  wild  life,  not 
without  a  certain  vivacity  and  amusement" — Athenseum. 
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A    JOURNEY  FROM  LONDON    TO    PERSE- 

POLIS;  includintj  WANDERINGS  IN  DAGHESTAN,  GEORGIA, 

ARMENIA,   KURDISTAN,    MESOPOTAMIA,    AND    PERSIA. 

By  J.  UssHER,  Esq.,  F.R.G.S.     Royal  8vo,  with  numerous  beautiful 

Coloured  Illustrations.  Elegantly  bound. 
"  ThiB  is  a  very  interesting  narrative.  Mr.  Ussher  is  one  of  the  pleasantest  com- 
panions we  have  met  with  for  a  long  time.  We  have  rarely  read  a  book  of  travels  in 
which  so  much  was  seen  so  rapidly  and  so  easily,  and  in  which  the  scenery,  the 
antiquities,  and  the  people  impressed  the  author's  mind  with  such  gentlemanly 
satisfaction.  Mr.  Ussher  merited  his  success  and  this  splendid  monument  of  his 
travels  and  pleasant  explorations." — Times. 

TRAVELS   ON  HORSEBACK  IN    MANTCHU 

TARTARY:  being  a  Summer's  Ride  beyond  the  Great  Wall  of 
China.  By  George  FLEjnxG,  Military  Train.  1  vol.  royal  8vo, 
with  Map  and  50  Illustrations. 

"  Mr.  Fleming's  narrative  is  a  most  charming  one.  He  has  an  untrodden  region  to 
tell  of,  and  he  photographs  it  and  its  people  and  their  ways.  Life-like  descriptions  are 
interspersed  with  personal  anecdotes,  local  legends,  and  stories  of  adventure,  some  of 
them  revealing  no  common  artistic  power." — Spectator. 

YACHTING   ROUND   THE   WEST   OF    ENG- 

LAND.  By  the  Rev.  A.  G.  L'Estrange,  B.A.,  of  Exeter  College, 
Oxford,  R.T.Y.C.     1  vol.  8vo,  Illustrated. 

"  A  very  interesting  work.  We  can  scarcely  imagine  a  more  pleasant  and  ro- 
mantic yachting  voyage  than  that  of  the  author  of  this  volume  round  the  rough 
and  rugged  west  coast  of  England,  which  forms  the  coasts  of  Cornwall  and  Devon- 
shire."— Ubsei-cer. 

SPORT   AND    SPORTSMEN :    A  Book  of  Recol- 

lections.     By  Charles  Strettox,  Esq.    8vo,  with  Illustrations. 

"This  is  an  amusing  book;  as  interesting  as  genuine  books  of  sporting  adven- 
tures seldom  fail  to  be.  The  Highlands,  Wales,  the  English  coimties,  Australia, 
have  all  been  visited  by  the  writer,  and  we  have  his  adventures  in  each." — Globi. 

ADVENTURES  AMONGST   THE    DYAKS  OF 

BORNEO  By  Frederick  Boyle,  Esq.,  F.R.G.S.  1  vol.  8vo,  with 
Illustrations. 

"  Mr.  Boyle's  Adventures  are  very  pleasant  reading — smart,  lively,  and  indicative 
of  no  slight  amoimt  of  bonhomie  in  tlie  writer." — Athemeum. 

A  PERSONAL   NARRATIVE   OF   THIRTEEN 

YEARS'  SERVICE  AMONGST  THE  WILD  TRIBES  OP 
KHONDISTAN,  FOR  THE  SUPPRESSION  OF  HUMAN 
SACRIFICE.  By  Major-General  John  Campbell,  C.B.  1  vol.  8vo, 
Avith  Illustrations. 
"Major-General  Campbell's  book  is  one  of  thrilling  interest,  and  must  be  pro- 
nounced the  most  remarkable  narrative  of  the  present  season." — Athenxum. 

BRIGAND  LIFE  IN  ITALY.    By  Count  ]\L\ffei. 

2  vols.  8vo. 
"Two  volumes  of  interesting  research." — Times. 

WILLIAM     SHAKESPEARE.        By     Cardinal 

Wiseman.     1  vol.  8vo,  53. 
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THE   BEAUTIFUL    IX  NATURE    AND  ART. 

By  Mrs.  Ellis.    Author  of  '  The  Women  of  England,'  &c.     1  vol. 

crown  8vo,  with  fine  Portrait.  10s.  6d. 
"  "With  pleasure  her  numerous  admirers  will  welcome  a  new  book  by  the  popular 
authoress  of  '  The  Women  of  England"  A  very  charming  volume  is  this  new  work 
by  Mrs.  Ellis.  Its  aim  is  to  assist  the  young  students  of  art  in  those  studies  and 
subjects  of  thought  which  shall  enable  them  rightly  to  appreciate  and  realise  that 
oft-quoted  truth.  "A  thing  of  beauty  is  a  joy  for  ever.'  •  The  Truthfulness  of  Art,' 
'  The  Love  of  Beauty."  '  The  Love  of  Ornament,"  'Early  dawn  of  Art.'  and  various 
chapters  of  a  kindred  nature,  are  followed  by  others  descriptive  of  '  Learning  to 
Draw,'  -Imitation,'  '  Light  and  Shadow,'  'Form,'  "Colour,'  'Lady's  Work,'  &c.  The 
work  will  interest  many  fair  readers.  It  deserves  a  welcome  and  very  cordial  com- 
mendation."— Sun. 

GARIBALDI   AT    HOME:    Notes    of   a    Visit    to 

Caprera.  By  Sm  Charles  R.  McGrigor,  Bart.  8vo,  with  Illus- 
trations.    15s. 

LIFE    IN    JAVA;   WITH    SKETCHES    of    the 

JAVANESE.  B}'  William  Barringtox  D'Almeida.  2  vols,  post 
Svo,  with  Illustrations. 

ADVENTURES  AND  RESEARCHES  among  the 

ANDAMAN  ISLANDERS.  By  Dr.  :\Iouat,  F.R.G.S.,  &c/  1  vol. 
demy  Svo,  with  Illustrations. 

MEMOIRS  OF  QUEEN  HORTENSE,  MOTHER 

OF  NAPOLEON  III.     Cheaper  Edition,  in  1  vol.     6s. 
"  A  biography  of  the  beautiful  and  unhappy  Queen,  more  satisfactory  than  any  we 
have  yet  met  with." — Daily  Xews. 

THE    OKAVANGO    RIVER:    A    NARRATIVE 

OF  TRAVEL,  EXPLORATION,  AND  ADVENTURE.  By 
C.  J.  Andersson,  Author  of  "  Lake  Ngami."     1  vol.     Illustrations. 

TRAVELS     IN     THE     REGIONS     OF    THE 

AMOOR,  AM)  THE  Russian  Acquisitions  on  the  Confines  of  India 
AN-D  China.  By  T.  W.  Atkinson,  F.G.S.,  F.R.G.S.,  Author  of 
''  Oriental  and  Western  Siberia."  Dedicated,  by  permission,  to 
Her  Majesty.      Royal  8vo,  with  Map  and  83  Illustrations. 

THE  LIFE   OF   J:  M.  W.  TURNER,  R.A.,  from 

Original  Letters  and  Papers.  By  Walter  Thornbury.  2  vols. 
8vo,  with  Portraits  and  other  Illustrations. 

LIGHTS  AND  SHADOWS  OF  LONDON  LIFE. 

By  the  author  of  '  Mirk  Abbey,  '  Lost  Sir  Massingberd.'  2  vols.  21s. 
" '  Lights  and  Shades  of  London  Life,'  is  a  collection  of  sketches  from  the  pen  of 
au  author  whose  facility  for  placing  the  realities  of  existence  in  various  forms — the 
pathetic,  the  solemn,  the  picturesque,  and  the  humorous — before  his  readers,  is  aa 
remarkable  as  his  talent  for  fiction.  Good-sense,  good-feeling,  and  good-humour, 
characterise  these  '  Lights  and  Shadows  "  as  strongly  as  shrewdness,  oliservation, 
drollerj-.  and  originality  mark  them.  Most  people  have  seen  the  sights  which 
tliese  sketches  describe,  or  remember  the  occasions  which  they  record;  but  each  is 
put  in  a  new  point  of  view,  invested  with  a  fresh  interest,  and  impressed  upon  tJie 
mind  of  the  reader  by  some  happy  illustration." — Star. 
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TWO    MARRIAGES.       By   the   Autlior   of   ^John 

Halifax,  Gentleman,'  '  A  Noble  Life,'  '  Christian's  Mistake,'  &c. 
2  vols.     21s. 

"The  author  of  '  John  Hah  fax '  cannot  help  writing  gracefully:  all  her  Bentt- 
ments  are  {)ure,  relineil,  and  womanly.  Her  English  is  always  good,  and  her  skill 
in  Buggestiug  the  unspoken  details  of  a  story,  resembles  that  of  the  pieces  of  music 
called  Songs  without  Words." — Athenxum. 

"  This  work  is  marked  l)y  all  that  fertility  of  description,  and  high  moral  tone  for 
■which  the  authoress  has  so  much  distinguished  herself.  It  will  in  no  degree  detract 
from  her  reputation  as  a  writer  whose  productions  may  be  read  with  interest  by 
everybody.  '■—-SVf//'. 

"  A  new  novel  by  the  author  of  '  John  Halifax '  is  always  welcome  to  many 
readers,  and  the  work  now  bDught  forward  by  that  popular  author  will  in 
no  wise  disappoint  the  expectations  of  her  many  admirers.  The  '  Two  Marriages  ' 
is  a  very  iuteresthig  and  effective  work." — Sun. 

SYBIL'S  SECOND  LOVE.    By  Julia  Kavanagh, 

Author  of  '  Nathalie,'  '  Adele,'  &c.     3  vols. 

"A  clever,  interesting,  and  eminently  readable  novel.  The  plot  is  intricate  and 
well  worked  out.     The  characters  are  excellently  drawn." — Globe. 

"  A  clever  novel.  The  story  is  keenly  interesting,  thoroughly  pure  in  tone,  full  of 
good,  pointed  dialogiie  and  admirable  descriptive  writing,  and  has  a  well-conceived 
plot,  most  skilfully  worked  out." — Star. 

OFF  THE  LINE.  By  Lady  Charles  Thynne.  2  v. 
MY  SON'S  WIFE.  By  the  Author  of  '  Caste.'  3  v. 
MADONNxV    MARY.      By  Mrs.  Oliphant,  Author 

of  '  Agnes,'  &c.     3  vols. 

"From  first  to  last 'Madonna  Mary '  is  written  with  evenness  and  vigour,  and 
overflows  with  the  best  qualities  of  its  writers  fancy  and  humour.  The  storj-  is 
thoroughly  original,  as  far  as  its  plot  and  leading  incidents  are  concerned ;  and  the 
strength  of  the  narrative  is  such  that  we  question  if  any  reader  will  lay  it  aside, 
notwithstanding  the  fulness  in  his  throat,  and  the  constriction  of  his  heart,  mitil  lie 
has  shared  in  the  hajipiness  which  is  liberally  assigned  o  the  actors  of  the  drama 
before  the  falling  of  the  green  curtain.  But  the  principal  charms  of  the  work  are 
subtle  huniijur,  thieness  of  touch,  and  seeming  ease  with  which  Mrs.  Oliphant  de- 
lineates and  contrasts  her  numerous  characters." — At/ieineiiin. 

"A  book  of  great  power  and  beauty — a  perfect  work  of  its  kind." — Morning  Post. 

CHRISTIE'S  FAITH.  By  the  Author  of  'No  Church,' 

'  Owen,'  '  Mattie,'  &c.     3  vols. 

"This  book  deserves  to  be  singled  out  from  the  ordinary  run  of  novels  on  more 
than  one  account  The  design  and  execution  are  both  good.  The  characters  are 
original,  clearly  conceived,  and  tinely  as  well  as  strongly  delineated.  Christie  her- 
self is  a  delightful  sketch."— Pa//  Mall  Gazette. 

LEYTON    hall,  and    other   tales.     By 

Mark  Lemon,  Author  of  '  Falkner  Lj-le,'  etc.     3  vols. 

"  We  can  heartily  recommend  these  spirited  tales  to  all  who  are  in  search  of 
pleasing  reading." — Athe.nxum. 

"  These  volumes  are  full  of  interest,  humour,  and  pathos.  They  are  sure  to  be 
popular." — Star. 

ST.  ALICE.  By  Edward  Campbell  Tainsh.  3  vols. 

"  An  entertaining,  readable  book.  That  Mr.  Tainsh  can  think  like  a  gentleman, 
and  write  like  a  man  of  cultivated  taste,  '  Saint  Alice '  affords  ample  proof." — • 
A  iheiuvum. 

A  WOMAN'S   CONFESSION.     By  Lady  Camp- 

BELL.      3  vols. 
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PUBLISHED  BY  HURST  &  BLACKETT. 


ANNALS   OF  A   QUIET  NEIGHBOURHOOD. 

By  Gt:ORGE  :Mac  Doxald,  M.A.,  Author  of  '  Alec  Forbes,'  'David 
Elginbrod,'  &c,     3  vols. 

"  Mr.  Mac  Donald  is  a  true  poet.  The  '  Annals  of  a  Quiet  Xeighbourhood '  are  as 
full  of  music  as  was  Prospero's  island :  rich  in  strains  that  take  the  ear  captive 
when  they  are  first  heard,  and  afterwards  linger  long  upon  it." — Saturday  Review. 

"  The  charms  and  value  of  Mr.  Mac  Donald's  work  need  not  be  sought — they  pre- 
sent themselves  unasked  for,  in  the  tender  beauty  of  his  descriptions,  whether  of 
nature,  or  of  life  and  character:  in  his  almost  supernatural  insight  into  the  workings 
of  the  human  heart,  and  in  his  tmceasing  fertility  of  thought  and  happy  exactitude 
of  illustration.  Whoever  reads  the  book  once  will  read  it  many  times." — Pall 
Mall  Gazette. 

A  NOBLE  LIFE     By  the  Author  of  'John  Halifax, 

Gentleman,'  &c.     2  vols.     21s. 

"  This  is  another  of  those  pleasant  tales  in  which  the  author  of  '  John  Halifax  ' 
speaks,  out  of  a  generous  heart,  the  purest  truths  of  life." — Examiner. 

" '  A  Xoble  Life  '  is  remarkable  for  the  high  tj^pes  of  character  it  presents,  and 
the  skill  with  which  they  are  made  to  work  out  a  story  of  powerful  and  pathetic 
interest."— Z'fH7/y  Xetcs. 

CHEAP  EDITION  or  CHRISTIAN'S  MISTAKE. 

By  the  Author  of   'John  Halifax,'  &c.      Illustrated   by  Sandys. 

OS.  bound.      Forming  the  Xew  Volume   of  '  Hurst  and  Blackett's 

Standard  Library  of  Cheap  Editions  of  Popular  Modern  Works.' 

*'  A  more  charming  story,  to  our  taste,  has  rarely  been  written.      Within  the 

compass  of  a  single  volume  the  writer  has  hit  off  a  circle  of  varied  characters  all 

true  to  nature — some  true  to  the  highest  nature — and  she  has  entangled  them  in  a 

Btory  which  keeps  us  in  suspense  till  its  knot  is  happily  and  gracefully  resolved ; 

while,  at  the  same  time,  a  pathetic  interest  is  sustained  by  an  art  of  which  it  would 

be  difficult  to  analyse  the  secret.      It  is  a  choice  gift  to  be  able  thus  to  render 

hmnan  nature  so  truly,  to  penetrate  its  depths  with  such  a  searching  sagacity,  and 

to  illuminate  them  with  a  radiance  so  eminent. y  the  writer's  own.     Even  if  tried 

by  the  standard  of  the  Archbishop  of  York,  we  should  expect  that  even  he  would 

pronounce  'Christian's  Mistake  '  a  novel  -without  a  fault" — Times. 

MAIDENHOOD.     By  Mrs.   Sara   Anna  Marsh. 

Author  of  "  Chronicles  of  Dartmoor."     3  vols. 
"  In  this  story  there  are  many  fascinating  specimens  of  Maidenhood,  and  here 
and  there  come  bright  touches  full  of  life  and  interest." — Observer. 

KINGSFORD.     By  the  author  of  '  Son  and  Heir.'  2  v. 

"  '  Kingsford '  is  one  of  the  most  interesting  stories  we  have  read  this  season, 
and  we  are  sure  our  readers  will  thank  us  for  recommending  to  them  a  work  so 
attractive  and  enthralling.  The  plot  is  of  a  very  interesting  character,  and  there 
is  powerful  ability  displayed  in  the  creation  of  the  characters." — Sun. 

RACHEL'S    SECRET.      By  the   Author   of    ^The 

Master  of  Marton.'     3  vols. 
" 'Eachel's  Secret,' is  a  deeply  interesting  and  affecting  story,  artistically  and 
powerfully  wrought"— fos^. 

LORDS  AND  LADIES.     By  the  Author  of  'Mar- 

garet  and  her  Bridesmaids,'  &c.     3  vols. 
"  'Lords  and  Ladies'  is  one  of  the  most  charming  books  with  which  the  literature 
of  fiction  has  been  enriched  this  season.    The  truth  and  value  of  the  moral  of  the 
Btory  will  recommend  it  as  highly  as  the  vivacity  and  humour  of  its  style  and  the 
ingenuity  of  its  construction." — Post. 

THE  WILD   FLOWER   OF   RAVENSWORTH. 

By  the  Author  of  'John  and  I,'  '  Doctor  Jacob,'  &c.     3  vols. 


2lnbcr  iht  (^special  p:itr0n:iigc  oi  |)cr  IJTajestu. 


Published  annualhj,   in    One   Vol.,   royal  Svo,   with  the  A?'ms  beautifully 
engraved^  handsomely  bound,  with  gilt  edges,  price  31 5.  &d. 

LODGERS     PEERAGE 


AXD   BAPtONETAGE 


CORRECTED    BY    THE    NOBILITY 


THE  THIRTY-SIXTH  EDITION  TOE  1867  IS  NOW  READY. 

Lodge's  Peerage  and  Baronetage  is  acknowledged  to  be  the  most 
complete,  as  -well  as  the  most  elegant,  work  of  the  kind.  As  an  esta- 
blished and  authentic  authority  on  all  questions  respecting  the  family 
histories,  honours,  and  connections  of  the  titled  aristocracy,  no  work  has 
ever  stood  so  high.  It  is  published  under  the  especial  patronage  of  Her 
Majesty,  and  is  annually  corrected  throughout,  from  the  personal  com- 
munications of  the  Nobility.  It  is  the  only  work  of  its  class  in  which,  the 
type  being  kept  constantly  standing,  every  correction  is  made  in  its  proper 
place  to  the  date  of  publication,  an  advantage  which  gives  it  supremacy 
over  all  its  competitors.  Independently  of  its  full  and  authentic  informa- 
tion respecting  the  existing  Peers  and"^  Baronets  of  the  realm,  the  most 
sedulous  attention  is  given  in  its  pages  to  the  collateral  branches  of  the 
various  noble  families,  and  the  names  of  many  thousand  individuals  are 
introduced,  which  do  not  appear  in  other  records  of  the  titled  classes.  For 
its  authority,  correctness,  and  facihty  of  arrangement,  and  the  beauty  of 
its  typography  and  binding,  the  work  is  justly  entitled  to  the  place  it 
occupies  on  the  tables  of  Her  Majesty  and  the  Xobility. 


LIST  OF  THE  PRINCIPAL  CONTENTS. 


Historical  View  of  the  Peerage. 
Parliamentary  Eoll  of  the  House  of  Lords. 
English.  Scotch,  and  Irish  Peers,  in  their 

orders  of  Precedence. 
Alphabetical  List  of  Peers  of  Great  Britain 

and  the  United  Kingdom,  holding  supe-. 

rior  rank  in  the  Scotch  or  Irish  Peerage. 
Alphabetical  list  of  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers. 

holding  superior  titles  in  the  Peerage  of 

Great  Britain  and  the  United  Kingdom. 
A  Collective  list  of  Peers,  in  their  order  of 

Precedence. 
Table  of  Precedency  among  Men. 
Table  of  Precedency  among  Women. 
The  Queen  and  the  Royal  Family. 
Peers  of  the  Blood  RoyaL 
The  Peerage,  alphabetically  arranged. 
Families  of  such  Extinct  Peers  as  have  left 

Widows  or  Issue. 
Alphabetical  List  of  the  Surnames  of  all  the 

Peers. 


The  Archbishops  and  Bishops  of  England, 
Ireland,  and  the  Colonies. 

The  Baronetage  alphabetically  arranged. 

Alphabetical  List  of  Surnames  assumed  by 
members  of  Noble  Families. 

Alphabetical  List  of  the  Second  Titles  of 
Peers,  usually  borne  by  their  Eldest 
Sons. 

Alphabetical  Index  to  the  Daughters  of 
Dukes.  Marquises,  and  Earls,  who,  hav- 
ing married  Commoners,  retain  the  title 
of  Lady  before  their  own  Christian  and 
their  Husband's  Surnames. 

Alphabetical  Index  to  the  Daughters  of 
Viscounts  and  Barons,  who,  having 
married  Commoners,  are  styled  Honour- 
able Mrs. ;  and,  in  case  of  the  husband 
being  a  Baronet  or  Knight,  Honourable 
Lad  J'. 

Mottoes  alphabetically  arranged  and  trans- 
lated. 


"Lodge's  Peerage  must  supersede  all  other  works  of  the  kind,  for  two  reasons :  first,  it 
is  on  a  better  plan  ;  and  secondly,  it  is  better  executeiL  We  can  safely  pronounce  it  to  be 
the  readiest,  the  most  useful,  and  exactest  of  modem  works  on  the  subject." — Spectator. 
"A  work  which  corrects  all  errors  of  former  works.  It  is  a  most  useful  publication." — Times. 
"  A  work  of  great  value.  It  is  the  most  faithful  record  we  possess  of  the  aristo- 
cracy of  the  day." — J'ost. 

"The  best  existing,  and,  we  beheve,  the  best  possible  peerage.     It  is  the  standard 
authority  on  the  subject" — Herald. 
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HURST  AND  BLACKETT'S  STANDARD  LIBRARY 

OF  CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF 

POPULAR  MODERN  WORKS, 

ILLUSTRATED  BY  MILLAIS,  HOLMAN  HUNT,  LEECH,  BIRKET  FOSTER, 

JOHN  GILBERT,  TENNIEL,  &c. 

Each  in  a  single  volume,  elegantly  printed,  bound,  and  illustrated,  price  5s. 


VOL.  I.— SAM  SLICK'S  NATURE  AND  HUMAN  NATURE. 

"The  first  volume  of  Messrs  Hurst  and  Blackett's  Standard  Library  of  Cheap  Editions 
forms  a  very  good  beginning  to  what  will  doubtless  be  a  very  successful  undertaking. 
'  Nature  and  Human  Nature '  is  one  of  the  best  of  Sam  Slick's  witty  and  humorous 
productions,  and  well  entitled  to  the  large  circulation  which  it  cannot  fail  to  obtain  in 
its  present  convenient  and  cheap  shape.  The  volume  combines  with  the  great  recom- 
mendations of  a  clear,  bold  type,  and  good  paper,  the  lesser,  but  attractive  merits,  of 
being  well  illusti-ated  and  elegantly  bound."— Pos^. 


VOL.  II.— JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN. 

"  This  is  a  verj^  good  and  a  very  interesting  work.  It  is  designed  to  trace  the  career 
fx'om  boyhood  to  age  of  a  ])erfect  man — aChristian gentleman,  and  it  abounds  in  incident 
both  well  and  highly  wrought.  Throughout  it  is  conceived  in  a  high-spirit,  and  written 
with  great  ability.  This  cheap  and  handsome  new  edition  is  worthy  to  pass  freely  from 
hand  to  hand  as  a  gift  book  in  many  households." — Examiner. 

"  The  new  and  cheaper  edition  of  this  interesting  work  will  doubtless  meet  with  great 
success.  John  Halifax,  the  hero  of  this  most  beautiful  story,  is  no  ordinary  hero,  and 
this  his  history  is  no  ordinary  book.  It  is  a  full-length  portrait  of  a  true  gentleman, 
one  of  nature's  own  nobility.  It  is  also  the  history  of  a  home,  and  a  thoroughly  English 
one.  The  work  abounds  in  incident,  and  is  full  of  graphic  power  and  true  pathos. 
It  is  a  book  that  few  will  read  without  becoming  wiser  and  better."— /S'eo^«jwa». 


VOL.  III.— THE  CRESCENT  AND  THE  CROSS. 

BY  ELIOT  WARBURTON. 

"  Independent  of  its  value  as  an  original  narrative,  and  its  useful  and  intei^estiiig 
information,  this  work  is  remarkable  for  the  c. louring  power  and  play  of  fancy  with 
which  its  descriptions  are  enliveiied.  Amons  its  greatest  and  most  lasting  charms  is 
its  reverent  and  serious  spirit." — Quarterly  Review. 

"A  book  calculated  to  prove  more  practically  useful  was  never  penned  than  *  Th« 
Crescent  and  the  Cross  '—a  work  which  surpasses  all  others  in  its  homage  for  the  sub- 
lime and  its  love  for  the  beautiful  in  those  famous  regions  consecrated  to  everlasting 
immortality  in  the  annals  of  the  prophets,  and  which  no  other  writer  has  ever  de- 
picted with  a  pencil  at  once  so  reverent  and  so  picturesque."— /S'mti. 


VOL.  ly.— NATHALIE.     BY  JULIA  KAVANAGH. 

" '  Nathalie '  is  Miss  Kavanagh's  best  imaginative  effort.  Its  manner  is  gracious 
and  attractive.  Its  matter  is  good.  A  sentiment,  a  tenderness,  are  commanded  by 
her  which  are  as  individual  as  they  are  elegant." — Athenceum. 


VOL.  v.— A  WOMAN'S  THOUGHTS  ABOUT  WOMEN. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  JOHX  HALIFAX,  GEXTLEMAX." 

"  A  book  of  sound  counsel.  It  is  one  of  the  most  sensible  works  of  its  kind,  well- 
written,  true-hearted,  and  altogether  practical.  T\Tioever  wishes  to  give  advice  to  a 
young  lady  may  thank  the  author  for  means  of  doing  so."— E.raminer. 

[COJTTIjrUED  ox  TITB  POLLOWIXG  PAGES.] 


HURST  AND  BLACKETT'S  STANDARD  LIBRARY 

(CONTINUED). 


VOL.  VI.— ADAM  GRAEME.    BY  MRS  OLIPHANT. 

"  'Adam  Grai'iue'  is  a  story  awakening  genuine  emotions  of  interest  and  delight  by 
its  atlminible  pictures  of  Scottish  life  and  scenery.  The  eloquent  author  sets  V)efore  vis 
the  essential  attributes  of  Christian  virtue,  their  deep  and  silent  workings  in  the  heart, 
and  their  beautiful  manifestatioiis  In  life,  with  a  delicacy,  a  power,  and  a  truth  which 
can  hardly  be  surpassed."— Post 

VOL.  VII.— SAM  SLICK'S  WISE  SAWS 
AND  MODERN  INSTANCES. 

"We  have  not  the  slightest  intention  to  criticise  this  book.  Its  reputation  is  made, 
and  will  stand  as  long  as  that  of  Scott's  or  Eulwer's  Novels.  The  remarkable  ori- 
ginality of  its  purpose,  and  the  happy  description  it  affords  of  American  life  ami  man- 
ners, still  continue  the  subject  of  universal  admiration.  To  say  thus  much  is  to 
say  enough,  though  we  must  just  mention  that  the  new  edition  forms  a  part  of  Messrs 
Hurst  and  Blackett's  Cheap  Standard  Library,  wliicli  has  included  some  of  the  very 
best  specimens  of  light  Uterature  that  ever  have  been  written."— Jlessenger. 


VOL.  VIII.— CARDINAL  WISEMAN'S  RECOLLECTIONS 
OF  THE  LAST  POUR  POPES. 

"  A  picturesque  book  on  Rome  and  its  ecclesiastical  sovereigns,  by  an  eloquent  Eo- 
man  Catholic.  Cardinal  Wiseman  has  treated  a  special  subject  with  so  much  geniality, 
that  his  recollections  will  excite  no  ill-feeding  in  those  who  are  most  conscientiously  op- 
posed to  every  idea  of  humaiiinfallibility  representedin  Papal  domination."— .^^/teniettw. 

VOL.  IX.— A  LIFE  FOR  A  LIFE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "JOHX  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

"  We  are  always  glad  to  welcome  Miss  Mulock.  She  writes  from  her  own  convic- 
tions, and  she  has  the  power  not  only  to  conceive  clearly  what  it  is  that  she  wishes  to 
say,  but  to  express  it  in  language  effective  and  vigorous.  In  '  A  Life  for  a  Life '  she  is  for- 
tunate in  a  good  subject,  and  has  produced  a  work  of  strong  effect." — Athenceum. 

VOL.  X._THE  OLD  COURT  SUBURB.    BY  LEIGH  HUNT. 

"  A  deliglitful  book,  that  will  be  welcome  to  all  readers,  and  most  welcome  to  those 
who  have  a  love  for  the  best  kinds  of  reading."— ^.ram?H£>r. 

"  A  more  aL'reeable  and  entertaining  book  has  not  been  published  since  Boswell  pro- 
duced his  reminiscences  of  iohnson."— Observer. 


VOL.  XT.— MARGARET  AND  HER  BRIDESMAIDS. 

"  We  recommend  all  who  are  in  search  of  a  fascinating  novel  to  read  this  work  for 
tliemselves.  They  will  find  it  well  wort  h  their  while.  There  are  a  freshness  and  origin- 
ality about  it  quite  chaivmm^."— Athenceum. 


VOL.  XII.— THE  OLD  JUDGE.    BY  SAM  SLICK. 

"The  publications  included  in  this  Library  have  all  been  of  good  quality;  many  give 
information  while  thev  entertain,  and  of  that  class  the  book  before  us  is  a  specimen. 
The  maimer  in  whicli  the  Cheap  Editions  forminc  the  series  is  jtroduced  deserves 
especial  mention.  The  paper  and  print  are  unexceptionable ;  there  is  a  steel  engraving 
in  each  volume,  and  the  outsides  of  them  will  satisfy  the  purchaser  who  likes  to  see 
books  in  handsome  uniform." — Examiner. 


VOL.  XIII.— DARIEN.     BY  ELIOT  WARBURTON. 

"This  last  production  of  the  author  of  '  The  Crescent  and  the  Cross '  has  the  snme 
eiemeuts  of  a  very  wide  popularity.    It  will  please  its  thousands."— Gto&e. 


HURST  AND  BLACKETT'S  STANDARD  LIBRARY 

(CONTINUED). 

VOL.  XIV.— FAMILY  ROMANCE ;  OR,  DOMESTIC 
ANNALS  OF  THE  ARISTOCRACY. 

BY  SIR  BERNARD  BURKE,  Ulster  King  of  Arms. 
"  It  were  impossible  to  praise  too  highly  this  most  interesting  book.    It  ought  to  be 
found  on  evei-j-  drawing-room  table.    Here  you  have  nearly  fifty  captivating  romances 
v/ith  the  pith  of  all  their  interest  presented  in  undiminished  poignancy,  and  any  one 
may  be  read  in  half  an  howr."— Standard. 

VOL.  XV.— THE  LAIRD  OF  NORLAW. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  MRS  MARGARET  MAITLAXD." 
"  The  Laird  of  Norlaw  fully  sustains  the  author's  high  reputation."— /^wndai/  Times. 


VOL.  XVI.— THE  ENGLISHWOMAN  IN  ITALY. 

"  We  can  praise  Mrs  Gretton's  book  as  interesting,  unexaggerated,and  fuU  of  oppor- 
tune instruction."— T/ie  Times. 


VOL.  XVII.— NOTHING  NEW. 
BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "JOHX  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 
"  '  Nothing  New  'displays  all  those  superior  merits  which  have  made'  John  Halifax' 
one  of  the  most  popular  works  of  the  day." — Post. 


VOL.  XVIIL— FREER'S  LIFE  OF  JEANNE  D'ALBRET. 

"  Nothing  can   be  more  interesting  than  Miss  Freer's  story  of  the  life  of  Jeanne 
D'Albret,  and  the  narrative  is  as  trustworthy  as  it  is  attractive."— Pos^. 

VOL.  XIX.— THE  VALLEY  OF  A  HUNDRED  FIRES. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "MARGARET  AND  HER  BRIDESMAIDS." 
"  We  know  no  novel  of  the  last  three  or  four  years  to  equal  this  latest  production  of 
t4ie  oopular  authoress  of '  Margaret  and  her  Bridesmaids.'    If  asked  to  classify  it,  we 
should  give  it  a  place  between  '  John  Halifax '  and  '  The  Caxtons.'  "—Herald. 


VOL.  XX.— THE  ROMANCE  OF  THE  FORUM. 

BY  PETER  BURKE,  Serjea.nt  at  Law. 

"  A  work  of  singular  interest,  which  can  never  fail  to  charm.  The  ]»resent  cheap  and 
elegant  edition  includes  the  true  story  of  the  Colleen  '&?i\yn."— Illustrated  News. 

VOL.  XXL— ADELE.  BY  JULIA  KAVANAGH. 

"  •  Ad&le '  is  the  best  work  we  have  read  by  Miss  Kavanagh  ;  it  is  a  charming  story 
fall  of  delicate  character  ■ps\-n.tm^."—Athen(Biim. 

VOL.  XXIL— STUDIES  FROM  LIFE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 
"  These  *  Studies  from  Life '  are  remarkable  for  graphic  power  and  observation.    The 
book  will  not  dimhiish  the  reputation  of  the  accomplished  author. "-So^wrrfoi/  Bemew. 

VOL.  XXIIL— GRANDMOTHER'S  MONEY. 

"We  commend  'Grandmother's  Money  '  to  readers  in  search  of  a  good  novel.  Tha 
characters  are  true  to  human  nature,  the  story  is  interesting,  and  there  is  throughout 
u  healthy  tone  of  morality." — Athenceum. 

VOL.  XXIV.— A  BOOK  ABOUT  DOCTORS. 

BY  J.  C.  JEAFFRESON,  ESQ. 
"  A  delightful  hoo\i."—Athenmim.  "  A  book  to  be  read  andre-read ;  fit  for  the  study 
iS  well  as  the  drawing-room  table  and  the  circulating  library." /-i/a»ce^. 
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VOL.  XXV.— NO  CHURCH. 

'*  We  ad\ise  all  who  have  the  opportunity  to  read  this  book.  It  is  well  worth  the 
s\\idy."—Athen(Pum.  

VOL.  XXYI.— MISTRESS  AND  MAID. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

"  A  good  wholesome  book,  gracefully  written,  and  as  pleasant  to  read  as  it  is  instruct- 
ive."— Athencetim.  "A  channine  tale  charminjrly  told.  All  the  characters  are  drawn 
with  life-like  naturalness." — Herald.  "  The  spirit  of  the  whole  book  is  excellent,  it 
is  written  with  the  same  true-hearted  earnestness  as  '  John  HaUfax.'  "—Examiner. 


VOL.  XXVII.— LOST  AND  SAVED. 

BY  THE  HON.  MRS  NORTON. 
" '  Lost  and  Saved '  will  be  read  with  eager  interest.  It  is  a  vigorous  wove\."— Times. 
"A  novel  of  rare  excellenee;    fresh  in  its  thought,  and  with  a  brave  soul  speaking 
through  it.    It  is  Mrs  Norton's  best  prose  work."— Examiner. 


VOL.  XXVIIL— lES  MISERABLES.    BY  VICTOR  HTJGK). 

AUTHORISED  COPYRIGHT  ENGLISH  TRANSLATION. 

"  The  merits  of  '  Les  Miserables  '  do  not  merely  consist  in  the  conception  of  it  a-s  a 
whole ;  it  abounds,  page  after  page,  with  details  of  unequalled  beauty.  In  dealing  with 
all  the  emotions,  doubts,  fears,  which  go  to  make  up  our  common  humanity,  M.  Victor 
Hugo  has  stamped  upon  every  page  the  hall-mark  of  genius."— Q«ar<^/j/  Eevietc. 


VOL.  XXIX.— BARBARA'S  HISTORY. 

BY  AMELIA  B.  EDWARDS. 

"  It  is  not  often  that  we  light  upon  a  novel  of  so  much  merit  and  interest  as 
•  Barbara's  History.'  It  is  a  work  conspicuous  for  taste  and  literary  culture.  It  is  a 
very  graceful  and  charming  hook,  with  a  well-managed  stoiy,  clearly-cut  characters, 
and  sentiments  expressed  with  an  exquisite  elocution.  The  dialogues  especially  sparkle 
with  repartee.  It  is  a  book  which  the  world  will  like.  This  is  high  praise  of  a  work 
of  art,  and  so  we  intend  it."— Times. 


VOL.  XXX.— LIFE  OF  THE  REV.  EDWARD  IRVING. 

BY  MRS  OLIRHANT. 

"  A  good  book  on  a  most  interestinsr  theme."-  Times. 

"A  truly  interesting  and  most  affecting  memoir.  Irving's  Life  ought  to  have  a  niche 
in  every  gallery  of  religious  l)i(igmphy.  There  are  few  lives  that  will  be  fuller  of  in- 
struction^ interest,  and  consolation."— ^Sfli'?«YZa.y  Review. 

"  Mrs  Oliphant's  Life  of  Ining  supplies  a  long-felt  desideratum.  It  is  copious, 
earnest,  and  eloquent.  Irvinsr,  as  a  man  and  as  a  pastor,  is  exhibited  with  many  broad, 
powerful,  and  life-like  touches,  which  leave  a  strong  impression."— Edinburgh  Review. 


VOL.  XXXL— ST  OLAVES. 

••  This  charming  novel  is  the  work  of  one  who  possesses  a  trreat  talent  for  writing, 
as  well  as  experience  and  knowledge  of  the  world.  '  St  Olavi-'s  '  is  the  work  of  an  art- 
ist.   The  whole  book  is  worth  readinir."— ^//i^»<T«»H. 


VOL.  XXXII.— SAM  SLICK'S  TRAITS  OF  AMERICAN 
HUMOUR. 

"Dip  where  vou  will  into  this  lottery  of  fun.  you  are  sure  to  draw  out  a  prize. 
These  racy  'Traits'  exhibit  most  successfully  tho  broad  national  features  of  Amencan 
liumour."— Po»<. 


